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INTRODUCTION: SEX AND 
THE SUPERNATURAL 


For some time now, during interviews with those 
gifted with “psi” abilities (i.e., telepathy, clairvoyance, 
precognition, mediumship), I have been asking questions 
concerning sex and 
ecs have responded to my queries in a frank and open 
manner. 

Yes, mediums have answered, they very often expe¬ 
rience orgasm ac the withdrawal of “spirit contact” during 
seances. 

Yes, clairvoyants have admitted, sexual appetite is 
greatly increased after a session of psychic endeavor. 

Yes, professional psychics have confessed, a good many 
of their number are sexual deviates. 

In numerous cases I have found that the psychically 
gifted are also the sexually confused. Many are oft-di¬ 
vorced; some fall in and out of love with a carelessness 
that borders on promiscuity; others need sexual stimula¬ 
tion before demonstrating their psychic powers just as 
some divas need to make love before entering the ecstasy 
of an operatic aria. * 

It is my opinion that a great deal of paranormal ac¬ 
tivity, from poltergeists and certain types ot hauntmgs, to 
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psychic phenomena. Many interview- 
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prophecy and certain kinds of mediumship, may either 
function simultaneously and in connection with sexual ex¬ 
pression or be a by-product of sexual frustration. Psy¬ 
chologists have generally neglected a serious study of 
occultism and the supernatural at a great expense to them¬ 
selves. Certain practitioners of the occult arts, by way of 
highly developed techniques for which we as yet have no 
proper academic vocabulary, seem to be able to induce 
and to dissipate mental phenomena. So it is with those 
individuals possessed of the psychic talents which are 
popularly called extrasensory perception, ESP. Such 
apparent control over little understood phenomena is 

I surely well worth investigating. We may indeed learn 
more about the “normal" by a careful examination of the 
“paranormal.” 

This book is in no way intended to demean or to dis¬ 
credit the validity of supernatural experience. To say that 
sex and psychic ability may often co-function or that the 
psychodynamics of one may trigger the other is not to 
say that such a thesis, even if effectively demonstrated, 
explains the wonder of either gift. This book is but an¬ 
other of my attempts to further explore and to more 
completely understand the powers that are man’s very 
own. It is my hope that I may be able to establish the 
nonphysical capacity of man—that man and his mind arc 
other than physical things—and at the same time, dem¬ 
onstrate that the “supernatural" is but the “natural” not 
yet understood. 

Brad Steiger 
August, 1968 
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CHAPTER ONE: Puberty and Poltergeists 


Bruce Nelson had just finished saying grace in his stern 
baritone voice when two miniature glass horses exploded 
on a dining room shelf above his left shoulder. 

“Oh, no!’* screamed his seventeen-year-old daughter 
Gail, as she leaped to her feet and nearly upset the dinner 
table. “My horses!” She wailed in anguish, her face fur¬ 
rowed with concern. “What’s happening to them?” 

Nelson pushed his chair back from the table and 
brushed ceramic fragments off his sleeve and shoulder. 
He, too, was puzzled by the mysterious shatterings of the 
horses. His wife Claire had already gone after a broom 
and a dust pan, and his twelve-year-old son Eric surveyed 
the scene with widened eyes. 

Within a few minutes, the mess had been cleaned up; 
Mrs. Nelson had replaced the broom and pan; and Gail 
had rearranged her fifteen remaining glass figures. 

“Perhaps now we may resume our evening meal,” Nel¬ 
son grumbled. The roast beef had cooled perceptibly, 
and the gravy seemed well on its way to forming a film 
of oil on the surface of its serving bowL 

“But, Daddy,” Gail complained, “I’ve had those two 
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figures since 1 was four years old. They were just about 
my favorites. What could have broken them?” 

Nelson grunted. “Dunno. They were probably just 
getting old. And you're getting too old for such silly col¬ 
lections, anyway!” 

“You may be able to find two figures to replace those, 
dear,” Mrs. Nelson said, trying to soothe her daughter’s 
injured feelings. 

“You’ll be spending no more money on those blasted 
horses!” Nelson said around a mouthful of roast beef. 
“Isn’t it bad enough that you’re hounding me for a formal 
to wear to that silly dance? Do you think Pm made of 
money? Learn to place your values on more important 
tilings.” 

At that precise moment, the face of the wall barometer 
shattered, spun crazily away from the wall, and smashed 
to the floor. Then, before any of the family could move 
away from the table, each of Gaifs glass horses exploded 
as if an invisible marksman had chosen the Nelson’s liv¬ 
ing room for a shooting gallery. 

Pictures were ripped off the walls by unseen hands. A 
heavy studied chair up-ended itself, ar.d books were scat- 
rered from their shelves. As a climax, the large bowl of 
gravy levitated itself above the head of twelve-year-old 
Eric and emptied its greasy contents over his hair. 

The disturbance at the dinner table was onlv the be- 
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ginning of a two-week nighrmare of demonic insanity 
which infected the Nelson home. Cushions were re¬ 
moved from sofas; bedclothes were tossed about their 
rooms; screwtop bottles popped :>en and spewed their 
contents around kitchen, bathroom, and basement. 

The Nelsons suffered in silence. B.mce Nelson was a 
big, stern, church-going, no-nonsense type of fellow, and 
he would have been humiliated bevond endurance if 



news of his family’s private torment had leaked out to 
the press. Instead, the strict father imposed an exile on his 
family, and with the exception of a few close family 
friends, the Nelsons rode out the devilish storm in com¬ 
plete isolation. Bruce Nelson may never have heard of a 
poltergeist before those two weeks in July, but without a 
doubt, he had played unwilling host to one of these ram¬ 
bunctious and hyperactive boarders. 

Poltergeist is German for “noisy ghost,” but most con¬ 
temporary researchers agree that the invisible house¬ 
breaker is a berserk bundle of uncontrolled psychokinetic 
energy (psychokinesis, the direct action of mind on mat¬ 
ter) rather than a rude spirit. Most investigators have also 
reached an agreement in attributing the disturbance to 
the sex changes which accompany puberty, the sexual 
adjustment of early marital union, or sexual frustration 
accentuated by some traumatic experience. In this chap¬ 
ter, we shall concern ourselves with the poltergeist and 
puberty, for when adolescence is bringing dramatic 
changes to one’s physical structure, it is certain that one’s 
psyche is susceptible to trauma. 

As I wrote in the chapter, “Poltergeists, Psycho¬ 
kinesis, and the Telegraph Key in the Soap Bubble” in my 
ESP: Your Sixth Sense: “The poltergeist often finds its 
energy center in the frustrated creativity of a brooding 
adolescent, who is denied accepted avenues of expression. 
This brings up the question of just where man’s limits of 
creativity’ might lie. It seems a bit startling to most people 
to suggest that man’s mind may be capable of bursting 
free of its three-dimensional bonds and utilizing special¬ 
ized talents that virtually know no limits. It may be 
within the power of man’s psychs to materialize other 
voices, other personalities, and junior psyches. It may be 
within the power of man's transcendent self to skip 
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blithely over, around, or through the accepted barriers of 
space and time and to bring back tangible evidence of this 
strange journey in the form of objects which could only 
have been obtained in their place of native origin. The 
poltergeist seems to offer measurable, weighable, de¬ 
monstrable proof of this psychic capacity. The tragedy 
in the poltergeist phenomenon is that it illustrates a per¬ 
verted or uncontrolled aspect of this incredible power.” 

If Bruce Nelson had been a bit more sensitive and a bit 
more attuned to his own family situation, he may have 
become cognizant of his son’s frustrations and aspira¬ 
tions. Bruce Nelson ruled his home like an Old Testa¬ 
ment patriarch, and he issued his orders and commands 
in the same gruff voice that he tried to mellow a shade or 
two while he recited the evening blessing at the dinner 
table. 

If Bruce Nelson had been just a bit more astute, he 
might have been able to draw some correlation between 
the violent poltergeist activity which had seized his home 
and his son’s thwarted creativity. Young Eric Nelson 
loved to paint with water colors. Bruce Nelson regarded 
such activity as being lit only for the weak, the unmanly, 
and the lazy. Once he scoffed at a painting which Eric’s 
teacher had selected for display at a school open-house 
by saying that it looked like “stupid hen’s scratches.” 
While other parents were loudly acclaiming the works of 
Eric and their own offspring, Bruce vociferated that he 
was not rearing his son to be “a bearded bohemian and a 
drag on society.” 

Bruce Nelson did have the temerity to weather a polter¬ 
geist attack in stoical silence. Generally, as we shall see, 
the violent onslaught of the 
anywhere from three days to two weeks, although the 
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poltergeist is dissipated m 







activity may continue in modified, sporadic spurts for 
several months. 

When the poltergeist is at its peak, the family may be 
beleaguered to the psychological breaking point. Nandor 
Fodor, the late psychoanalyst, maintained that the pol¬ 
tergeist was “unquestionably sadistic.” Dr. Fodor the¬ 
orized that such projected aggression through “unknown 
biological factors” is the one way in which an adolescent 
can release hostility against his parents and other figures 
of authority and still maintain his “conscious innocence.” 

Between January 14th and February 8th, 1960, the Ed¬ 
gar C. Jones family in Baltimore, Ohio, were the un¬ 
happy hosts of an uninvited guest in a case very similar 
to that of young Eric Nelson. 

The poltergeist activity began when a row of Mrs. 
Jones’ prized ceramic pitchers exploded one by one. 
Then, while the startled family watched in bewilderment, 
a flower pot lifted itself from a shelf and smashed 
through a nearby window pane. A sugar bowl floated up 
to the chandelier and scattered its contents in the candle 
holders. Pictures were tossed off the walls, and a brass 
incense burner became airborne and sailed six feet off a 
bookshelf. 

Once when Mrs. Jones and her daughter, Mrs. Pauls, 
were preparing a meal, a string of glasses danced off their 
shelf in the cabinet and shattered on the floor. No sooner 
had the women cleaned up the shards of glass when two 
dirty ashtrays flew into the kitchen and dumped their 
refuse on the floor. 

A suddenly animated table on a stairway landing came 
bounding down the steps to splinter itself at the foot of 
the stairs. 
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The busy poltergeist did not ignore the basement in 
its domination of the Joneses’ home. A case of soda bot¬ 
tles shot off their caps in a series of explosions that 
sounded like a string of firecrackers on the Fourth of 
July. A well-stacked pile of fireplace wood erupted in 
violent bursts of energy that sent bits of bark and pulp 
flying across the floor. 

No one received any real physical harm (and it is sel¬ 
dom that anyone ever does during a poltergeist attack) 
throughout the period of the psychic siege, but Mr. Jones 
was struck on the head by a toppling can of sauerkraut 
as he stooped to pick up a tossed can of corn. The can of 
sauerkraut barely bruised him, but Jones felt his real an¬ 
guish in seeing some of his most valued pieces of furni¬ 
ture rudely destroyed by their invisible and unbidden 
guest. Mrs. Jones bemoaned the loss of her ceramic pitch¬ 
ers, which had exploded one by one at the whim of the 
sadistic poltergeist. None of the Jones household (Mr. 
and Mrs. Jones, their daughter, Mrs. Pauls, and their sev¬ 
enteen-year-old grandson, Ted) had been injured in any 
appreciable way*; but they suffered terrible mental and 
emotional tortures during that thrcc-w'cek period. 

Many researchers have noted that, in addition to the 
sadism of the attacks directed upon authoritarian persons 
(parents, older siblings, police officers, clergymen), the 
psychic “eye of the storm,” the child entering puberty, 
is most often the brunt of his own tormented and inverted 
psyche. The child who serves as the poltergeist's energy 
center may receive such masochistic attacks as the ap¬ 
pearance of stigmata on the flesh, self-strangulation, the 
painful puffing up of the body, or the appearance of 
writing on his private effects which relates vile and ob¬ 
scene threats against him. Whether such psychic self¬ 
abuse is due to unconscious feelings of guilt or an un- 
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conscious desire for masochistic pleasures is difficult to 
assess. It would seem that, in at least some cases, the pu¬ 
bertal agent of the poltergeist is subconsciously aware 
that he is responsible for the psychic storm which he 
has unleashed in the home. By somehow directing the 
brunt of the ghost’s physical attack upon himself, he 
may subtly appease his desire for punishment and atone¬ 
ment for the horror which he has brought to his parents 
and his siblings. 

Dr. Fodor was able personally to investigate the Jones 
case in Baltimore. He learned that the police depart¬ 
ment’s crime laboratory could find no trace of any vola¬ 
tile substance having been placed in any of the moving or 
exploding objects. The city highwaymen had been there 
to test for earth tremors with a seismograph, but they had 
found nothing. A radio repairman had arrived with a 
theory that high-frequency radio wave lengths had 
been responsible for the weird goings-on, but his sophis¬ 
ticated equipment could find nothing to substantiate his 
thesis. A local plumber claimed the ghost was nothing 
but suction coming from the hot-air furnace, but none of 
his tinkering did anything to hinder the activities of the 
noisy demon in the Jones house. 

Newspaper reporters, television crows, press photog¬ 
raphers, and radio interviewers had stomped through 
every inch of the home and had photographed the phe¬ 
nomena from every conceivable angle. Kooks, cranks, 
and cultists had plagued the Joneses, each with his own 
time-tested method of “laying” a ghost. Dr. Fodor felt 
that he had discovered the poltergeist with little effort at 
all. 

Seventeen-year-old Ted Pauls was a shy, brooding 
youth, who had left school at the legal age because his 
classes had bored him. He liked to sit alone in his room 
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and read science fiction. He wanted to write short sto¬ 
ries. Dr. Fodor put the ghost to rest by encouraging the 
teenager to do what he most desired, write fiction. A 
very simple exorcism, indeed, but it worked. When the 
youth realized that he had found a sympathetic audience 
for his opinions and someone who would listen to a reci¬ 
tation of his ambitions and goals, the poltergeist activity 
ceased. 

A seventeen-year-old boy would seem to be post-pu¬ 
bertal, but, of course, each individual matures on his 
own schedule, regardless of what the biological charts in 
textbooks may say. At any rate, Ted was in his adoles¬ 
cence, that psychically steaming time of life, and Dr. 
Fodor had long before come to alter an earlier opinion 
that poltergeist phenomena only occurred in prepubertal 
children. 

Dr. Fodor believed that the mechanics of poltergeist 
activity were accomplished by what he termed “psychic 
dissociation.” The psychoanalyst held that . . the 
human body is capable of releasing energy in a manner 
similar to atomic bombardments.” Through such psy- 
cliic bombardments, a . . force was apparently able to 
enter soda bottles that had not been uncapped and to 
burst them from within.” 

Sacheverell Sitwell is another writer who has ex¬ 
pressed his opinion that the poltergeist will most often 
find its energy center in the psyche of an adolescent, 
who performs the ghostly effects, both consciously and 
unconsciously “. . . being gifted for the time being 
with something approaching criminal cunning. The par¬ 
ticular direction of this power is always towards the se¬ 
cret or concealed weaknesses of the spirit . . . the ob¬ 
scene or erotic recesses of the soul. The mysteries of pu- 



berty, that trance or dozing of the psyche before it 
awakes into adult life, is a favorite playground for the 
poltergeist.” 

Perhaps Dr. Fodor said it simplest when he told the 
press during his investigation of the Ted Pauls case that a 
ghost haunts a house and the poltergeist haunts a person. 
Then the psychoanalyst stressed that the poltergeist was 
not really a ghost, but , . a bundle of projected re¬ 
pressions.” 

The majority of investigators who have been on the 
scene during a poltergeist manifestation agree that the 
activity is more often associated with a girl rather than 
a boy. The reason for this may lie in the enormously 
complex physio-chemical changes which take place in 
the body of the girl entering puberty. Although the sex- 
drive itself is usually srxonger in the post-pubertal boy, 
the adolescent girl is confronted with much more dra¬ 
matic physical alterations. The hips widen, the breasts 
form, and then there is the trauma of the menarche, which 
can result in severe psychological shock to the girl who 
has not been adequately prepared for that initial flow of 
menstrual blood. 

The case of Charlie R. offers an illustration of a def¬ 
inite correlation'between the erotic weaknesses of the 
awakening psyche and the thumping violence of the pol¬ 
tergeist. 

Charlie lived with his grandparents, Mr. and Mrs. Rob¬ 
ert C. He was twelve years old when the manifestations 
began in their small cottage in a medium-sized southern 
city. The disturbances were extremely hard on his grand¬ 
mother who was “ bout a hundred years old, give or take 
a few years” and his grandfather who was “olderVthatl” 
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Charlie denied having anything to do with the polter¬ 
geist activity, and of course, consciously , he was inno¬ 
cent. 

What may have set the disturbance in motion was an 
act toward which Charlie had strong guilt feelings. He 
had begun to masturbate; and once in a terrible moment 
of agony, horror, and humiliation, his grandmother had 
walked into his room when he was in the process of rub¬ 
bing his erect penis between his fingers. 

“Hey, you, quit that playin' with yourself, you hear!” 
his grandmother had shrieked at him. “That why you 
layin* around in the momin’? That why you been genin' 
late to school? You been playin’ with yourself?” 

Charlie was aflame with anguished humiliation, but he 
had excited himself past the point of no return, and his 
stiffened penis had already begun to ejaculate a moment 
before his grandmother had burst into his room. In 
shame, Charlie scooped up his underwear from the chair 
beside his bed and clamped it over his throbbing organ. 
For the briefest of seconds, he was seized with indigna¬ 
tion and anger over his grandmother’s invasion of his pri¬ 
vacy. Couldn’t she even knock on his door? Did she have 
to come pushing right on in? But he felt so small, so 
filthy, and so obscene when she stood there staring at 
him with her hands on her hips. 

“Yoilr grandpa’d skin your hide clean off if I told him 
about you playin’ with yourself! Landsake, I’m too old a 
body to have to worry about you going insane or turning 
into some kinda sex fiend on count of you layin’ around 
playin’ with yourself.” 

Grandmother’s eyes narrowed when she told him: 
“You kids now days think too much ’bout sex. If your 
ma wouldn’t have thought so much about it, maybe 
you’d have a Pa who would have stood by you. Your old 
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man just plain gave up when your ma wouldn’t stay 
away from chose ocher men. And now she’s off servin’ 
tables in a bar, and your old grandpap and I go era try to 
raise you right. We should have been a whole lot stricter 
with that gal!” 

Charlie had never heard his grandmother speak in such 
a manner, and he had never heard her refer to his long- 
absent father. So his mother was some whore (he'd 
found the word in the Bible and had looked it up) who 
lusted after other men? He cast a shameful glance at his 
now shrinking penis. His underwear was soiled with sex 
stuff and a shiny drop of it was oozing our of the slit in 
his shriveling rod. He suddenly felt terribly nauseated 
and he knew that he was going to vomit. 

As he was retching in the small and cluttered bath¬ 
room, he heard his grandfather asking what was wrong 
with the boy. “First I caught him bearing himself off, 
then he srarted to puke,*’ is grandmother grumbled. 
“ That boy gonna be the death of us!” 

That night, after a day spent in shameful considera¬ 
tion of the sins of lus mother and a recounting of his own 
shortcomings, Charlie lay tossing fitfully in bed. That 
damned tiling between his legs! It was the cause of all 
his grief. Sex was the cause of all the grief in the world! 
Men had cocks and women had holes. Men went crazy 
when they didn’t have women; and women lived for 
nothing more than to feel men shoving, pushing, and 
pumping into them. It was all sinful. Sinful. Sinful. 

What was his mother doing now? Probably hustling 
some man in a bar at that very minute. He thought of his 
mother. Pretty smile. Nice figure. Nice breasts, hips, 
thighs. He had seen her naked in the bathtub. Tr wasn’t 
right to think of his mother that way. But the last time 
after she had visited him, he’d heard the man next door 
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talking to a friend. “Hot-damn,” he’d said, “that R. 
woman is one helluva piece. And I hear she puts out. 1 m 
going to take myself down to that bar where she works 
some night. I could sure use some of that.” 

And then, as if it had a life of its own, he could feel his 
penis being to stiffen. Oh, God, no! Down, damn you, 
down! Shrivel and shrink, you sinful stick! 

He considered getting his grandfather’s razor and cut¬ 
ting it off. It would end his terrible bondage to the flesh 
right then and there. 

His mother put out. One helluva piece. Damn it! He 
mustn’t think of his mother that way! 

His penis became sriffer and harder until it felt like it 
would surely split wide open. It hurt. He couldn t move 
in his bed. He tried several positions. Each new position 
was no better than the former. It hurt. It was going to 
split. He couldn’t get to sleep. And Grandma would fry 
him if he wasn’t out of bed early that next morning. 
Grandma said, “That boy gonna be the death of us.” 
Mustn’t kill Grandma and Grandpa. 

He knew one way to get to sleep. He knew one way to 
make his swollen organ deflate and leave him in peace. 
For several more tormented seconds, Charlie struggled 
with himself. Then, slowly at first, as if they were en¬ 
circling a deadly snake, his fingers began to stroke his 
erect penis. 

Shortly after he had spent and was spinning into sleep, 
Charlie thought he heard a strange sucking noise some¬ 
where in his room. He had a fleering image of something 
newly-born. A baby. Or something like a baby. 

In spite of his good intentions, Charlie overslept that 
next morning and had to rush to school. 

“You’d think that a boy his age could get up in time to 
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make his bed,” Mrs. C. said to herself that afternoon, as 
she bent over to finish nicking the sheets under the mat¬ 
tress. 

She had no sooner stepped back to smooth the bed¬ 
spread when the covers, mattress, and pillow all came fly¬ 
ing up at her. 

Startled, Mrs. C. jumped backwards, then found her¬ 
self dodging a falling bedroom dresser and a flying vase 
before she could make her escape from the bedroom that 
had suddenly gone berserk. 

The elderly woman retreated to the kitchen, but she 
found matters no better there. A bottle of detergent 
leaped up from the sink, and a container of milk hoisted 
itself overhead and dumped its contents over the wide- 
eyed and stunned Mr. C. 

It was four o’clock in the afternoon, and Charlie was 
due home from school. Within minutes after the disturb¬ 
ance had begun, the teenager walked in the door. 

“Charlie,” his grandmother screamed. “The house has 
gone wild. There must be a devil loose in here.” 

Puzzled at his grandmother’s behavior and the state of 
disarray in the home, Charlie set his books on the living 
room tabic and sat down in an easy chair. His mouth 
dropped open in amazement when he saw his spiral leaf 
notebook flip open and, together with his books, spin up 
into the air as if caught up by some small whirlwind. Be¬ 
fore Charlie could utter a word, he was dumped out of 
the easy chair by invisible hands. 

“You people all right?” asked a neighbor who had 
pushed open the screendoor. He had just arrived home 
when he heard the shouting and screaming coming from 
the C. residence. He had a large wrench in his hands. He 
was convinced that the C.’s were being attacked by thugs. 
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When he entered the house, he was stunned to sec Mr. 
C.’s pipe and a tin of smoking tobacco float out of a bed¬ 
room and fly down the hallway to the kitchen. 

The police arrived shortly after dinner. One of the in¬ 
vestigating officers had brought along a police dog to 
sniff out any practical joker who might be tormenting 
the C.’s with a misdirected sense of humor. It took a great 
deal of effort to force the dog into the home, and once 
inside, the animal would only fidget and whine. The 
officer decided the dog would function better outside. 
As the dog and its handler were leaving the home, a 
mason jar struck the officer in the leg. 

“You’re likely to get hit by a lot of tilings if you stay 
around here very long,” the embattled Mrs. C. declared. 

When the minister came to offer prayers that night, 
a basket of dirty laundry became airborne and up-ended 
itself over his head. When he called the wrath of God 
down on the “unclean spirit,” a broomstick danced out 
of a hall closet and struck him across the backside. 

For the next two afternoons, the chaos began always 
just a moment or wo before Charlie returned home from 
school. By the time the teenager walked in the door, 
books, vases, pens, figurines, kitchen utensils, and Grandpa 
C.’s pipe were orbiting around the house. Furniture 
danced about the rooms and, on one occasion, all the 
glass in all the windows on one side of the house shattered 
pane by pane. 

On the third night of the disturbance, a police officer 
who had been interviewing Charlie and his grandparents 
was pelted by tomatoes. There had been no tomatoes in 
sight, nor were the pulpy objects visible before they 
splattered against the officer’s uniform. Within a matter 
of moments, a second volley of tomatoes had struck 
Charlie and his grandparents. 
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It was at approximately this point that I received a 
long-distance call from a policewoman in the city who 
had read a number of my hooks and, in her own words, 
had found some of their subject matter to be . . far- 
out until we got this thing right here under our noses.” 

I responded to her long-distance request for help by 
offering certain suggestions, foremost of which was that 
Che teenager be allowed to speak freely to a psycho¬ 
analyst or police counselor with whom he might feel free 
to confess his most secret thoughts and yearnings. 

I was later informed that the poltergeist ran its course 
in four days and that a youth-worker, who had been di¬ 
recting the police-sponsored recreation program, was able 
to answer certain questions which resolved Charlie’s 
sexual confusion and pubertal turmoil. As it happens in 
so many situations wherein a child has been left to the 
care of aged grandparents by an irresponsible mother, no 
one had ever taken the time to explain the facts of life to 
the sensitive Charlie. 

The nightmare began for the William Lowe family 
when “someone” began to throw rocks at the side of their 
cabin. Although they could not find the culprits re¬ 
sponsible for such harassment, the Lowes rook for granted 
that the boys whom they had seen their two tcenaged 
daughters flirting with had hit upon stone-throwing as 
an attention getting device. Mr. and Mrs. Lowe found 
the boys* teasing less than humorous. 

On July 19, 1962, Mrs. Lowe made a formal complaint 
to the Big Bear Substation of the San Bernardino 
County Sheriffs Department. The Lowes had allowed 
for teenaged deviltry' long enough, she told the officer 
in charge. The incessant rock-throwing had begun to get 
on their nerves. “ 3 
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The officer asked for the names of the young vandals. 

‘Tm sorry,” Mrs. Lowe replied. “I don’t know their 
names and neither do our daughters.” 

“Then how about a description?” 

“Well,” Mrs. Lowe hesitated, “wc’vc never seen the 
boys throwing the rocks. And our girls insist that none of 
the boys they know would do such a thing.” 

“Then how do you know that boys are responsible for 
this stone-throwing?” the officer asked, tapping his pen 
a bit impatiently on the edge of the desk. 

Mrs. Lowe admitted that they had merely assumed 
that some mischievous boys must be responsible for the 
rocks that kept bouncing off their cabin. 

“But” the officer frowned, “you’ve never actually 
seen anyone throw the rocks, and you’ve never seen any¬ 
one in the area at the time the rocks were being thrown.” 

“That’s correct,” Mrs. Lowe said. “But someone is do¬ 
ing it, and we know of no reason why anyone should 
wish to annoy us. That’s w'hy I’ve come to the police.” 

The officer logged the complaint as “disturbing the 
peace, rock-throwing incident” and dispatched a patrol 
car to put a halt to the harassment of the Lowe family. 
He told the patrolmen that he had no names or descrip¬ 
tions of the vandals, so it would be “like going after some 
invisible men.” 

The patrolmen soon found out that that was precisely 
what they w r ere up against—invisible men with an in¬ 
exhaustible supply of rocks! For the next three and one 
half months, officers in marked and unmarked cars kept 
an around-the-clock vigil in a vain attempt to curtail the 
mysterious agency behind the volleys of rocks which 
continued to thud down on the Lowe cabin. In spite of 
the lawmen’s constant surveillance, the stones pelted the 
cabin and rained down on the grounds for 100 yards on 
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cither side of the Lowe dwelling. Even the patrolmen and 
their cars became targets for the ambitious rock-thrower. 

The Lowe’s mountain cabin set about 400 feet off the 
highway on a relatively fiat site, which afforded excellent 
visibility in all directions. The nearest neighbors resided 
more than 200 feet away. The principal landmark of the 
area, the Rebel Ridge ski slope, was more than 200 yards 
from the cabin. The terrain made the Lowe residence 
quite easy to stake-out, but at no time did any of the offi¬ 
cers ever see where the rocks were coming from, nor 
did they ever see anyone in the act of throwing a stone 
at the Lowe cabin. 

According to Deputy Sheriff Jerome C. Ringhofer, 
the rocks were fairly consistent in size and usually 
weighed between three and ten ounces. All of the in¬ 
visible rock-thrower’s ammunition consisted of a rock 
which was common to the Big Valley area, and geolo¬ 
gists confirmed that the stones were definitely of a ter¬ 
restrial origin. The big question was how those rocks 
managed to get themselves airborne! 

Certain investigators made the observation that the 
rocks seemed to float, rather than fall, on the cabin and 
on the grounds. Deputy Jack H. Cox reported that the 
rocks had the peculiar characteristic of “homing in” on 
flashlight beams, as if, after dark, the rocks were attracted 
to light. 

As might be expected, several persons were struck by 
the stones, especially the Lowes teenaged daughters; but 
contrary to expectations, no one ever suffered any pain 
from the blows or bore any evidence of a bruise after im¬ 
pact. Physical damage to the cabin during the three- 
and-one-half month siege consisted of two broken win¬ 
dows—and this despite the fact that the bombardments 
would be so heavy that die Lowes would be forced to 
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rake the stones into piles after each volley. One San Ber¬ 
nardino deputy reported seeing as many as twenty rocks 
fall in one single thirty-minute period. 

Deputy Ringhofer was in a patrol car when a rock 
“moving at abnormally low velocity” struck the body of 
the automobile. The strangely moving rock left only a 
slight dent. “The sound of the impact wasn’t right, 
either,” the deputy said. “It just didn’t make the normal 
sound that a rock would make it if struck the metal of an 
automobile body.’’ 

On October 31st, the Lowe family decided that they 
had had enough of the invisible rock-thrower and vacated 
the mountain cabin. Had the two teenaged girls set the 
manifestation in motion? Were they in someway re¬ 
sponsible for the showers of rocks? Certain psychical re¬ 
searchers who investigated the case expressed their opin¬ 
ions that it had all the earmarks of a classic poltergeist dis¬ 
turbance. The young girls, budding into maturity, may 
have offered the unseen force its violent energy center. 
Perhaps something within their psyches may have re¬ 
belled at the seclusion of the mountain cabin and found 
its expression in the bombardment of stones which con¬ 
tinued to thud the dwelling place until their parents 
retreated back to the city. 

The generation gap may have been responsible for the 
poltergeist that shook a house trailer whenever a thirteen- 
year-old boy sang along with “those terrible records.” 
According to the boy’s mother, the “trailer begins to 
dance and dishes and tilings sail through the air” cvcry- 
tinic that the lad slipped on a rock’n’ roll platter. 

The psychic disturbance, which occurred at Leigh, 
near Chickhde, Wiltshire, England became so violent 
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that the mother called in a clergyman named Reverend 
Johnstone to attempt an exorcism. The cleric later told 
the press that he could “ . . feel the spirit’s vibrations 
the moment that I entered the trailer late on a Sunday 
evening to perform the rites of exorcism.” 

Reverend Johnstone asked the boy to sing a popular 
song, and almost at once, the house trailer began to rock 
in rhythm with the boy’s loud and lusty rendition of 
some currently favored cacophony. While the startled 
clergyman hung onto the side of the trailer for support, 
he was startled to see a cup lifted by invisible hands and 
smashed against a wall. 

The levitation of objects seemed to the Reverend John¬ 
stone to be a cue to call for a different musical selection. 
“A hymn, lad,” he requested, “sing a hymn.” 

The teenager promptly obliged, and the rhythmic 
trailer began to quiet down. No more objects became air¬ 
borne. 

Feeling that he had gained the proper atmosphere and 
the full attention of both his seen and unseen audience, 
the clergyman adjured the poltergeist to . . quit 
this home and leave this woman in peace.” At these words 
of admonishment, Reverend Joiinstone noted, the “vi¬ 
brations of the spirit ceased.” 

The woman later complained to reporters that the 
lively spirit must only have been playing possum for the 
enthusiastic clergyman. Shortly after Reverend John¬ 
stone had left the trailer, the teenager had put on another 
popular record and they had had another “happening.” 

Although I have little follow-up information on this 
particular case, it would seem to this writer that the mani¬ 
festations probably continued until the mother learned 
to accept the Qeatle-bcac and Motown sounds that so 

27 




greatly appealed to her tecnaged son. Either that, or the 
trailer continued to “rock around die clock” until the 
poltergeist s energy was dissipated. 

In this chapter we have seen how the shadowland of 
puberty may become a favorite playground of the pol¬ 
tergeist and how these violent and destructive psycho- 
kinetic disturbances are more often set into morion by 
sexual confusion and frustration or the thwarting of ado¬ 
lescent creativity. In the next chapter, we shall observe 
how certain traumatic sexual experiences and sexual ad¬ 
justment during marriage can also set a rambunctious 
poltergeist into clamorous activity. 
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CHAPTER TWO: Ghosts that Torment 
• Lovers and Haunt the Marriage Bed 


“Mr. Steiger,” the letter began, “you are probably the 
one person who will believe me. I had been going with 
Carol for nearly a month before wc got beyond the hold¬ 
ing-hands and quick-goodnight-kiss-at-the-door stage. 
Tiiis coed has a face like a dream and a body that is so 
obviously real that you know that you just have to be 
wide awake. But Carol does in no way, shape, or form 
buy the Playboy philosophy. She’s saving ‘it’ for her one- 
and-only. 

“Now please understand that I am no lustful beast or 
apprentice sex-maniac, but 1 have my prescribed allot¬ 
ment of male genes and you can’t blame a red-blooded 
college man for trying. So after a night designed to seduce 
a saint and reduce my bank account to ashes, I thotight 
I had this lovely coed primed. We drove to a secluded 
spot after I had wined her and dined her ’way beyond 
my meager means. I didn’t waste anytime pouring on the 
passion-talk, and I thought that by all the signs (heavy 
breathing, sighs, whimpers, and certain minor liberties) 
my Snow Queen was about to melt. 

“That was when I saw the damned thing. 

“Carol had her eyes closed in what I thought was the 
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moment of female abandonment, but when I saw what 
was in the backseat, I was ready to abandon the car! 

“It was kind of shimmering, but it did have a kind of 
form and shape to it, and it had the damnedest pair of red 
eves that you could imagine. It looked—forgive me O 
science textbooks—like some super-weird ghost. 

“And then there came this godawful stench, like some¬ 
one had just opened the floodgates of a cesspool. 

“I babbled something unintelligible, rolled down the 
windows, turned the key in the ignition and got the hell 
out of there. 1 don't know what I figured I had seen or 
what the hell I thought the thing was, T just wanted away 
from there. 

“That's when I noticed that Carol still had her eyes 
closed. I realized that she hadn’t seen a thing. I suddenly 
thought, ‘Good Lord, this fi red-up chick is still waiting 
for me to come on, and her I am bugging out of the place 
like a kid running past a graveyard after dark.’ 

“But then I saw that Carol was asleep! Or maybe trance 
is a better word for it. And she didn’t open her eyes 
until I pulled up in front of her sorority house. At this 
point, she blinked a couple of times, smiled, thanked me 
for a ‘marvy, groovy evening,’ gave me a chaste peck on 
the lips, and indicated that I might escort her to the door. 
Big deal. And I sat there like the greedy kid who has just 
had the goodies taken away by Mama and has been left 
with a bowl of bran flakes instead of chocolate cake. 

“I probably would have chalked the whole thing up 
to over-studying and over-eating of the spicy dishes we 
ordered at rhat Italian restaurant, if I hadn't been making 
idle chatter with a fraternity brother later that night over 
a cup of coffee. 

“ ‘I see you been making the scene with Carol P.,’ he 
said. ‘You got a thing going with her?’ 
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“I just shrugged, like I didn’t really want to make a big 
thing out of the fact that I had been going with one of 
the best looking birds on campus. But he misinterpreted 
my feigned nonchalance for indifference. 

“ ‘Yeah,’ he grinned. ‘I know what you mean. Too bad 
one of her ‘best friends won’t tell her.’ I went with her a 
couple times last year. Damned beautiful girl. But the 
minute you start getting a little friendly with her in a 
closed car, you notice it right away. Lord, what a shame 
that such a beautiful bird should have such a body odor 
problem, right?’ 

“So, you see, he, too, had noticed that terrible stench 
chat seemed to surround Carol the moment that she gets 
the least bit steamed up sexually. Now I know* some 
people have a perspiration problem. Hell, you don’t need 
to watch television advertisements to learn that fact of 
life! But could there have been some connection between 
that terrible stench, Carol’s ‘trance,’ and that unholy thing 
in the backseat? 

“I didn’t ask my frat brother if he had seen anything. 
I’m certain he would have mentioned it if he had. But I 
would certainly like your opinion. I’ve read a couple of 
your books, and this son of thing seems to be your bag.” 

Yes, such things are my “bag,” and Carol's odoriferous 
and monstrous chaperone was more than likely a polter- 
geisric psychic projection, rather than a guardian angel 
of her virginity. Although Carol’s dogged determination 
to keep her maidenhead intact was probably the very 
point of conflict and frustration which was feeding the 
psychic entity. 

Can a poltergeist, that bundle of projected repres¬ 
sions, actually materialize? Yes, and it has many more 
accomplishments, impersonations, guises, and talents in 
its repertoire. In my book Strange Guests , a lengthy 
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Study of poltergeist phenomena, I listed a number of the 
more notable of its bag of psychic tricks according to its 
degree of strength and its plateau of accomplishment. 

“The most elementary of the poltergeist's pranks is that 
of lobbing stones and other small objects. Also near the 
bottom rung of its repertoire are such relatively simple 
effects as loud rappings and the sudden appearance of 
water. A bit higher on the scale is the ability to cause ob¬ 
jects to burst into -flames. Still higher on the poltergeist s 
graph of personal achievement is the power to move 
heavy furniture and to methodically destroy all tilings 
breakable. The poltergeist is also quite an accomplished 
one if it can produce strange lights, disagreeable odors, and 
eerie sounds. But the ultimate in poltergeistic prowess 
arc the materializations of human and beastlike entities, 
the productions of voices that converse intelligently with 
the afflicted members of the household, and the manipu¬ 
lations of writing instruments to effect a record of com¬ 
munication.” 

Earlier, in Chapter One, we noted that the poltergeist 
can also cum cruelly inward and afflict its energy center 
with painful srigmatic attacks. A doctor once told me of 
a young lady whom he treated who had bloody gouts 
across her back, as if someone had flogged her with a cat- 
o’-ninc tails. Every member of her rather large and prud¬ 
ish family denied striking the girl, and her parents were 
incensed that the doctor should even consider that one of 
their number might be guilty of such abuse toward one 
of their own household. 

The doctor treated the wounds on the girl’s back and 
debated whether or not he should report such an incident 
to the authorities. The teenager would tell him nothing 
of the source of her injury, and her family denied know- 
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ing anything at all about rhe nature of rhe wounds. Still, 
he reflected on his way back to the office, if some sadist 
were going about flogging teenaged girls, he should be 
stopped at once. 

By the time the doctor returned to his office. Iris nurse 
had received a message from the family stating that addi¬ 
tional wounds had suddenly appeared oil their daughter’s 
thighs. Genuinely puzzled, the doctor made apologies 
to those waiting in his lounge and quickly returned to the 
home of the strangely afflicted girl. 

Although no one had ever made the mistake of calling 
the doctor a religious man, he was familiar with the ac¬ 
counts of the stigmata which appeared on the saints, and 
he had read a smattering of psychology, which he gener¬ 
ally considered as “horse sense mixed with hokum.'’ He 
ordered the girl’s parents out of the room and, in the best 
tradition of trusted family doctor, offered himself as a 
father confessor to the tormented teenager. , 

Within a few moments, the girl told him the entire 
story. The night before, she had given her virginity to 
her persistent boy friend. The doctor had brought both 
young people into the world, and he was amazed that 
time had passed so quickly and that they were already at 
the lusty age whereby they might sample the pains and 
pleasures of the flesh. He was only surprised tliat he had 
grown so old so fast, not shocked that these two young 
people had found themselves in a steamy situation 
wherein their biological urges had momentarily 
smothered their puritanical upbringing and dictated ac¬ 
tion rather than reason. 

The girl was unable to view her sacrifice to Aphrodite 
so dispassionately in the cold light of day, however. Her 
conscience had been working at an exhaustive, hyper- 
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active pace to make her guilt a real and palpable thing. 
She saw herself as a loathsome, hedonistic slut, fit only to 
be flogged and spat upon. 

“He comes again!” she suddenly screamed. 

The doctor frowned, looked in the direction in which 
the distraught teenager had pointed. 

“Don’t let him beat me anymore,” she whimpered, 
clutching at the doctor. “I’m sorry for what I have done!” 

“There’s no one in this room but us,” the doctor tried 
to reassure his young patient. 

“The man is here,” the girl shuddered. “The man with 
the w hip!” 

“There is no one in this room but us,” he repeated, 
grasping the girl firmly by her shoulders. “Do you under¬ 
stand? No one! ” 

The teenager gave a long sigh. “He is right. It is pain¬ 
ful, but he is right. I must be beaten. I must have the sin 
scourged from my body! ” 

The doctor felt the girl’s body stiffen and she emitted 
a terrible scream. The door to her room opened and her 
parents appeared, pushing and holding back the younger 
children. The teenager’s body jerked spasmodically, 
and the doctor admitted later, it w r as almost as if someone 
really were laying the stripes on her young flesh. 

“She was lying on her bed, her upper body across my 
lap, her low T er body and legs jerking in pitiful spasms, as 
if someone were beating her. Then I saw* blood oozing up 
through her panties. I pulled them down over her thighs, 
and for one of the few times in my life, I doubted my 
senses. There were fresh wounds on her buttocks.” 

The doctor gave his young patient a strong sedative, 
and while she slept, he told her parents about her seduc¬ 
tion. He prevented the girl’s father from going after the 
young man with a shotgun and insisted that they practice 

34 



the Christian charity which they sang about in their 
church pew every Sunday. By the rime the girl had 
awakened, her mother had managed to get ail the tears 
about her daughter’s lost virginity out of her system 
and her father had spent his wrath by going on a 
raccoon hunt instead of a “wolf’ hunt. When the teenager 
saw that her parents were willing to forgive her “terrible 
sin” and were prepared to allow her to remain as a mem¬ 
ber in full-standing in the family circle, the phantom 
man with his bloody whip faded back into the murky 
recesses of the subconscious shadowland whence he had 
come. 

On May 10, 1951, an eighteen-year-old girl in Manila, 
Philippines, was similarly, afflicted. Clarita Villaneuva was 
picked up by the police after a crowd had gathered 
around her outside of a tavern. The teenager had been 
writhing on the street, screaming that a vampire in a 
black cape was biting her. The officers who brought her 
into custody assumed that they had arrested either a very 
inebriated young woman or a dope addict. 

But still she screamed from her cell about the monster 
who had come to bite her. 

“Quiet down,” a police officer told her. “You don’t 
have to worry about your invisible fiend attacking you in 
your cell. He can’t get through the bars.” 

“He comes for me!” Clarita screamed, crouching in 
terror behind her bunk. “He drifts through the bars!” 

The girl began to thresh about wildly, as if attempting 
to fight off a powerful foe. The officer began to unlock 
the cell in which they had placed the teenager to await 
the medical examiner. Then he hesitated, stunned by 
what he saw. Livid teeth marks were appearing on the 
hysterical girl’s upper arms and shoulders. 
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He twisted the key in the lock, crossed the cell to kneel 
beside the sobbing teenager. Again she screamed and 
more of the cruel red welts appeared on her flesh. 

“Mother of God!” the officer crossed himself. It was 
as the girl had said. Some invisible monster was clamp¬ 
ing its loathsome mouth around the girl’s limbs. He 
helped Clarita to her feet and together they stumbled into 
the hall. 

“Captain!” the officer shouted. “Get the Medical Ex¬ 
aminer here at once.” 

The captain took one look at the harried girl and the 
frightened officer and put in a call at once for the doctor. 
For good measure, he also telephoned the Chief of Police 
and the Mayor. 

By the time the Dr. Mariana Lara had arrived at the 
police station, the civic officials had already completed 
their incredulous examination of the mysteriously 
afflicted teenager. 

“Why do you drag me out of bed at this time of night 
to look at some poor girl who is having epileptic seizures 
and who scratches herself as she writhes about?” grum¬ 
bled the doctor. “Have you never seen an epileptic ad¬ 
minister self-inflicted wounds?” 

The Chief snorted. “Do you call these marks self- 
inflicted? You tell me how one manages to bite himself on 
the back of the neck!” 

The medical examiner ignored the police official’s caus¬ 
tic remarks and traced a forefinger over the indentations 
in Clarita’s skin. “Hmmm,” he frowned. “These marks 
certainly appear to be teeth marks, don’t they?” 

After a brief examination, the doctor pronounced the 
girl both sober and free of the effects of any drug. Clarita 
spent the remainder of the night on a bench in the front 
office of the police station, her head resting on the shoul- 
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der of a husky officer who had been assigned the role of 
“monster watcher.” 

The next morning Clarita was brought into court to 
face the charges of vagrancy that had been brought 
against her. Although the officers were sympathetic to 
her plight, the wheels of Law and Justice must grind at 
their own pace, and before Clarita could receive any kind 
of help, she must stand to the accusations levied against 
her. She had, after all, been found misbehaving on the 
streets of Manila. 

While the teenaged girl stood in the court, she began 
again to scream of an approaching attack by her invisible 
fanged fiend. Newsmen, court personnel, law enforce¬ 
ment officers, and the judge rushed to stand beside the 
bizarrely afflicted girl for a closer look. Dr. Lara took the 
girl in his arms, as she seemed to faint from the excruciat¬ 
ing pain of the unseen jaws that ground themselves into 
her unprotected flesh. 

The Medical Examiner told the reporters that Clarita 
Villaneuva was “. . . definitely not having an epileptic 
fit. These teeth marks arc real, and they are most certainly 
not self-inflicted.” 

The newsmen did not really need the doctor’s learned 
medical opinion. They all stood as incredulous witnesses 
to the reality of the vicious bites which were appearing 
on the teenager’s arms, shoulders, palms, and neck. By 
the time the Mayor had arrived at the court, Clarita was 
a veritable mass of deeply imprinted teeth prints and 
swollen and bruised flesh. 

Mayor Lacson gave orders for the girl to be taken to a 
hospital. Then, while he held the girl’s hand in his own, 
he was horrified to see deep teeth marks appear on op¬ 
posite sides of her index finger, as if some savage and in¬ 
visible fiend were trying to chew it off. 
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Mercifully, the attacks on the physical person of 
Clarita Villaneuva ceased when she was confined to the 
hospital, and she recovered the health that had been so 
sorely depleted by the invisible vampire. As far as investi¬ 
gators have been able to determine, she never again suf¬ 
fered from the vicious teeth that tore at her flesh. 

“Our honeymoon was written by Abbott and Costello, 
choreographed by the Three Stooges, directed by Alfred 
Hitchcock, and produced by the Marx Brothers,” said 
the male member of the newlywed couple sitting across 
from me. 

I had known the young lady for quite some time, ever 
since she had been a poltergeist. Janice T. had, at twelve 
years of age, provided the psychic energy center for a 
violent demonstration of poltcrgeistic prowess that had 
shaken the small midwestern town in which she lived. 

Janice had been, of course, consciously innocent, but, 
as she once confessed to me after the incident had become 
only yellowed newspaper clippings and terrible mem¬ 
ories: “I somehow knew that I was in someway respon¬ 
sible for the haunting. I mean, I was just as frightened as 
anyone, and, as you remember, I seemed to be the brunt 
of the poltergeist’s more violent pranks; but I can remem¬ 
ber experiencing a kind of sadistic glee when I saw how 
frightened my parents were. Big, strong Daddy, shaking 
like a tree in a storm and, one night, even crying out in 
terror. Cool and collected Mom, clinging to sanity by a 
thin thread, losing weight and smoking like a nicotine 
fiend. Something inside me was enjoying the whole spec¬ 
tacle.” 

Now, it seemed, the poltergeist had once again mani¬ 
fested itself—during Janice’s and Bill's honeymoon. As 
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my eyes caught hers. Janice seemed to read my unspoken 
question. “No,” she said. “I didn’t enjoy it this time!” 

The young couple had checked into their motel on 
their wedding night, filled with the anticipatory excite¬ 
ment and eagerness that only two young people w'ho have 
remained chaste until marriage can experience. Janice 
changed quickly into her negligee and gloried in the 
frank and pleased vocal appraisal which she received 
from her husband. She slipped into the bathroom to at¬ 
tend to certain feminine tasks, then emerged into the 
waiting arms of her groom. 

The lights were turned off, and the only illumination 
came from a blinking neon sign outside their window 
which advised other travelers that there were no more 
rooms in the motel. 

“We were just about to begin in earnest that which 
we had waited so long to enjoy when we distinctly heard 
the sound of something on four legs running about the 
room,” Bill recalled with a grimace. 

“It’s a damn dog loose in our room,” he had grunted, 
propping himself up on one arm. “Some little old lady has 
lost her French poodle.” 

“French poodle,” Janice squealed, “it sounds more 
like a St. Bernard!” 

Bill managed to knock the telephone off the night 
stand before he found the light switch. “Where the devil 
is it? Come out wherever you are, you kill-joy mutt!” 
he said, as he slipped into his pajama bottoms. 

Bill conducted a quick search of their room. “Hey, 
come out,” he called. “Come on, dog!” 

It docs not take long to examine a motel room and 
bath, and Bill w’as unable to find a single hair of the dog 
that had interrupted them at that crucial moment. 
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“You heard it, right?" he asked Janice for confirma¬ 
tion. 

“Affirmative,” Janice acknowledged. “But it must have 
been running through the hallway.” 

“I suppose you could be right,” Bill admitted, once 
again shutting off the bedlamp and slipping out of his 
pajama bottoms. “But it certainly sounded like it was 
right here in the room with us.” 

Bill took Janice in his arms and lost himself in the fem¬ 
inine charms of lus wife. His hands roamed freely over 
her body, and no longer did she halt their bold advances 
with a warning sigh that they had better stop, that they 
must be careful, that they must save “it” for marriage. 
Now, by thunder, it was their marriage night—the night 
for which they had saved “it”! 

At first Bill quite naturally assumed that the heavy 
breathing w'hich he Was hearing was coming from his 
passionately aroused wife. But then, as it grew in volume 
and intensity, he was certain that it was coming from over 
his shoulder, or maybe under the bed. He lay between his 
wife’s legs. The moment of truth was at hand. But that 
damned panting. . . . 

“What’s wrong, darling?” Janice asked. She had been 
steeling herself for that brief moment of pain, which all 
the marriage manuals had counseled would soon pass and 
lose itself in the ecstasy of passion, and she could not help 
noticing that her husband had broken rhythm in his 
mounting advances and was now' hesitating and fumbling 
about as if he had lost his courage. 

“Arc you afraid that you’ll hurt me?" Janice asked. 
“Don’t be. This is the night we have been waiting 
for. . . 

“It’s that damned dog again!” Bill cursed. 

“What?” 
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“Listen,” Bill told her. “Lisren to the blasted thing 
panting like a steam engine!” 

The newlyweds lay quietly in each other’s arms and 
heard a breathing pattern that had suddenly developed 
in bellows-like intensity and volume. 

“It sounds like a damned monster!” Bill said, his voice 
louder than he had intended. Not bothering with his pa¬ 
jama bottoms, he jumped out of bed and crouched down 
to peer under the bedsprings. 

“There’s nothing here,” he said, “but I can hear it 
breathing!” 

At that point, the mattress began to raise in the middle 
and lift Janice with it. 

“What in the bloody hell is going on!” Bill shouted. 

It was then that Janice knew precisely what was going 
on. The poltergeist which had afflicted her family when 
she had experienced the trauma over her menarche had 
returned to blight her wedding night when she was in an 
emotional turmoil over the impending loss of her virgin¬ 
ity. 

“Please leave us alone,” Janice began to sob. “Leave us 
alone!” 

Bill threw himself on the mattress in an attempt to hold 
it down, but even his added weight did not burden the 
poltergeist or weaken its position. 

Janice rolled out of bed and jerked the mattress from 
the box springs. An idea born of desperation had just oc¬ 
curred to her. The poltergeist had not retreated that first 
time until she had accepted the flow of her menses as a 
natural function of her body. 

“Bill,” she said, motioning to the mattress, “as you 
were!” 

Bill s mouth dropped open in wonder. 

“Please,” Janice said, lying down on the mattress. “I 
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know it will be difficult, but I think it is the only way.” 

“And so,” Bill told me, “that was how I took my wife 
for the first time. Right there on that mattress on the 
floor with the Gideon Bible turning its pages beside us, 
the pictures falling off the walls, the furniture dancing 
about the room, and the mattress beneath us jerking spas¬ 
modically like a dying fish.” 

When Bill’s penis penetrated Janice’s hymen, the young 
woman had emitted a slight gasp of pain. That gasp was 
echoed from a dozen different places in the room. When 
Janice sighed with commingled pain and pleasure at the 
consummation of their marriage, the sigh was repeated 
from several specific areas in the room. “It was like mak¬ 
ing love in an echo chamber,” Bill recalled. 

The sighs continued to echo about the room, then, 
after a slight coughing noise, died away forever. The 
mattress lay still. The Gideon Bible closed its cover. The 
furniture ended its mad dance. 

“I lay there in Bill’s arms and told him all about me,” 
Janice said. “I know l should have before, but I thought 
that he would have thought that I was some kind of nut. 
He had obviously never heard of me when I was making 
the papers, or if he had, he had long forgotten the name. 
I had never seen any reason to cell him about my 
peculiar past. Anyway, knowing about what happened 
before wouldn’t have prepared him for that night.” 

“She right,” Bill smiled, shaking his head. “I wouldn’t 
have believed her! Just like no one would believe us if 
we were to tell them what happened on our wedding 
night. It was wild. Really wild!” 

“One thing positive came out of that night, though,” 
Janice said, her tongue coming out to dab thoughtfully 
at her upper lip. “I found out that 1 have a inan who can 
really perform under fire!” 
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It was young A.W.’s inability to perform that may 
have set a poltergeist loose in a downtown business office 
a few years ago. The case, which occurred in a large West 
Coast city, became extremely controversial and, for that 
reason, must be presented here without the use of actual 
names and places. 

A.W. married his childhood sweetheart one year after 
they had graduated from high school. A quiet, sensitive, 
dependable young man, he had been working in an office 
supply store since he was sixteen. About two weeks after 
his marriage, chaos descended upon the store in which he 
worked as combination sales clerk, file clerk, stockboy, 
and delivery man. 

Mrs. L., the wife of his employer, was the first to notice 
that something strange had come to visit them. The row 
of lights on the base of her telephone would light up in 
rapid succession, but whenever she would pick up the 
receiver, there would be no one on the line. 

Later that day, when a high school girl and her 
mother were looking at a portable typewriter, Mrs. L. 
found that the keys had been bent together in such a 
manner as to make the machine inoperable. 

“How terrible,” the customer remarked. “Some vandal 
must have done that.” 

When Mrs. L. opened the case of another portable 
typewriter so the girl might be allowed to test its touch 
and controls, both she and her customers were shocked 
to find that that machine had been damaged in the same 
way. Such was the case with a third typewriter, and as 
the teenaged customer w r as partial to that particular make 
and it was the last the store had in stock, Mrs. L. lost a 
sale. 

When her husband returned from lunch, Mrs. L. told 
him about the mysterious vandalism that had ruined the 
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three portable typewriters. “Just a minute,” she said, “you 
can see for yourself.” 

She started for the machines, then stopped in stunned 
amazement as one of the typewriters lifted itself into the 
air and smashed itself to the floor. 

“Did you see that?” Mrs. L. asked her husband. 

“I saw it, but I don't believe it!” Mr. L. replied. 

They were to see many things which they found diffi¬ 
cult to believe in the next week. 

When AAV. was demonstrating a new electric type-, 
writer, the coil springs beneath the keys began to twist 
together and ball up. 

An ashtray leaped into the air from its resting place 
on the counter and scattered ashes over the account books 
on which Mrs. L. was working. To make the defacing of 
the ledger complete, the flower vase on her desk shattered 
and sent drop of water splashing over the ink. Mrs. L. 
shrieked in surprise and pushed herself back from the 
desk. 

“I’ve had enough,” she told her husband. “Pm calling 
the police!” 

She had no sooner made vocal her intent when the 
telephone jumped off the counter. 

By the time two investigating police officers arrived 
at the office supply store, its floor was littered with papers, 
bits of broken glass, file folders, pens, notepads, type¬ 
writer parts, and the telephone. 

“We just got tired of picking the phone off the floor 
and putting it on the counter,” Mrs. L. explained. “We de¬ 
cided to leave it there.” 

“It looks like you folks have had a riot in here,” one of 
the policemen said. 

“But who in blazes is doing the rioting?” Mr. L 
sighed. 
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A newspaper reporter had been in rhe precinct house 
when the call had come in from the store, and he had rid¬ 
den along with the policemen to cover the story. He 
asked A.W. and one of the investigating officers to pose 
for a picture of them pointing at the debris that had been 
scattered on the floor. Within seconds after the photo¬ 
grapher snapped the picture, a filing cabinet behind the 
two men tbppled to the floor. 

Almost from the very first moment of their question¬ 
ing of the office staff, the police seemed determined to 
build a case that would make A.W. responsible for the 
rude pranks and vandalism that had infected the store. 

“How old are you?'’ one of the officers asked A.W. 
while another policeman and the reporter questioned Mr. 
and Mrs. L. 

“Nineteen,"’ A.W. answered. “I'll be twenty in a couple 
of months.” 

“How did you do all this without the L.’s seeing you?” 

“I beg your pardon?” 

“How did you manage to fool them into thinking some 
spook was doing all this?” 

“I had nothing to do with any of this.” 

The policeman laughed. “You’re a clever kid, fooling 
old Mr. and Mrs. L. They are really scared, you know. 
You pulled off a good joke. How did you do it?” 

A.W. flushed and felt sick to his stomach. “I wouldn’t 
think of doing anything like this! This is terrible. Do you 
know how much expensive damage has been done?” 

“One helluva lot, kid,” the policeman said, his voice 
becoming gruff. “That’s why you’d better confess. Their 
insurance won’t be any good if it goes down on the re¬ 
port that ‘unidentified vandals' were responsible for this.”* 

“That’s not true,” A.W. said, offended bv the manner 
in which the officer was setting a trap for him. 
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“Oh, so you’re going to just keep quiet then and go 
home and laugh about how you scared the hell out of Mr. 
and Mrs. L.?” 

A.W. opened his mouth to repeat his protestation of 
innocence, but liis words were never uttered. A large jar 
of library paste spun crazily ofl its shelf and smashed to 
the floor with such a loud crash that the officer who was 
interrogating A.W. emitted a short yelp of surprise. 

“Tell me how I managed that!” A.W. challenged the 
officer. “If you think I’m responsible for all this, you tell 
me how I made that jar jump off the shelf behind you 
when you were facing me!” 

The policeman narrowed his eyes at A.W., then slowly 
put his notebook and pen back into his pocket. 

The next morning the psychic contagion was even 
stronger in the office supply store of Mr. and Mrs. L., and 
the disease was spreading to other businesses in the build¬ 
ing. The beauty parlor located directly above the office 
supply shop had all of its hair-dryers rendered inoperable 
in a matter of seconds. When the harried beautician 
served coffee to six ladies who were forced to wait until 
the repairman could get the machines working, four 
cups exploded with loud reports and splattered the 
startled women with hot coffee. 

The credit bureau next to the beauty shop was invaded 
at almost the same time. While secretaries squealed their 
fear and surprise, the drawers of two filing cabinets slid 
open and shot their file folders about the room. When one 
of the secretaries reached for the telephone to buzz her 
boss, the instrument was hurled to the floor and broken. 

Things were even worse in Mr. and Mrs. L.’s store. 
The lightbulbs in their supply room kept shattering. 
Every rime A.W. replaced one, it would be found broken 
within a matter of moments. 
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An office water cooler cracked open and sent splinters 
of glass flying across the room. It had been purchased 
that morning and was awaiting delivery to an office across 
the city. i 

The drawer of a file shot out with such force that it 
passed through the open door and landed at the feet of a 
pedestrian. 

“All I need is for some innocent passerby to be injured 
by this damned thing!” Mr. L. groaned as the puzzled 
man returned the file drawer to the store. 

As the passerby was leaving the shop, a metal waste¬ 
basket toppled off a high shelf, narrowly missing him. 

By mid-afternoon, the police stopped by again to ob¬ 
serve the phenomena and have another opportunity to 
question A.W. 

‘‘Don’t you think it has all gone about far enough, kid?” 
asked A.W.’s nemesis, the same unsmiling officer who had 
interrogated him the afternoon before. 

“I have nothing to do with this!” A.W.’s voice was 
so loud that Mr. and Mrs. L. walked over to ask what was 
going on. 

“They are accusing me of this terrible thing,” A.W. 
said. His voice cracked and he appeared on the verge of 
tears. 

“How could you even consider such a thing?” Mrs. 
L. asked, stepping forward to defend her employee. “A. 
has been with us for nearly four years. Wc regard him as 
almost a son.” 

Mr. L. agreed with his wife and advised the investigat¬ 
ing officer to make a stronger effort to discover a reason 
for the chaos in their srore without harassing his em¬ 
ployee. The policeman mumbled his apologies and 
walked out to the squadcar. The other officer asked them 
a few more general questions before he joined his partner. 
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A young psychical researcher, who taught mathe¬ 
matics at the city college, stopped by the office and de¬ 
clared that the case was a “classic” poltergeist case with 
rhe exception of the fact rhat no child entering puberty 
was in the immediate vicinity. Evidently, the researcher 
had never been confronted by a poltergeist manifestation 
occurring around those people making an adjustment to 
marriage, or else he did not conduct extensive enough 
interviews to learn that AAV. had been married for little 
more than two weeks. 

Another more seasoned psychical researcher did un¬ 
cover this fact, however, and he recorded some interest¬ 
ing interviews with AAV. In fact, the researcher was in¬ 
terested to note that the poltergeist acitivity quieted down 
once he had won AAV.’s confidence and rhe young man 
had shared certain intimate facts with liim. A.W. was 
undergoing a difficult time in his life; he was having a 
number of psychological problems while making an ad¬ 
justment to marital life. 

A.W. had been exposed to an enormous amount of sex 
literature at an early age by an older brother. Although 
he found himself becoming inflamed by such reading 
material, his strong puritanical famiiv background and 
his strict religious instruction forbade his obtaining physi¬ 
cal release before marriage. A.W. followed his older 
brother’s lead and began to masturbate on a regular basis 
—almost according to a schedule. 

“It’s better to jack-off than to pump it in your girl’s 
belly and make her pregnant,” his brother told him time 
and time again. 

When his brother began to date, he would come home 
and drop his trousers before AAV. in the small room 
which they shared. 

“Look at those shorts,” his brother would say, call- 

48 




ing A.W.’s attention tp the coating of semen that would 
invariably he there. “Man did we neck it up tonight! 
Jeez, I wanted to stick the old prong into her. and she 
wanted it, too, but I didn’t do it. God, chough, did it 
come in my pants!” 

And so AAV. was reared on this not unusual middle- 
class regimen of constant sexual stimulation with perpetual 
denial of physical fulfillment. Sex titillated him on tele¬ 
vision and in the movies. Contemporary novels described 
the sex act in biology-text detail. Advertisers used naked 
thighs, bared midriffs, and half-covered breasts to sell 
him his breakfast food, his toothpaste, his clothing, and, 
when he was old enough, his automobile. Such a ’round- 
the-clock schedule of sexual stimulation made A.W. a 
typical, lusty American youth, always thinking about 
sex but doomed to walk around with a permanent psycho¬ 
logical erection and no socio-religious way of obtaining 
acceptable physical relief other than masturbation—and 
that he had heard, in spite of his older brother’s cham¬ 
pioning of self-abuse, would cause your hair to drop out, 
your teeth to rot, and, even more horribly, could drive 
you insane. 

AAV. began to court S., his future wife, when they 
were both sixteen. S. had been reared in the same type of 
environment and shared the same strict religious instruc¬ 
tion. From the very beginning they struggled with the 
great middle-class paradox of striving to appear as physi¬ 
cally attractive and seductive as possible without giving 
any indication that one is the sort of person who would 
engage in premarital sex relations. Once one lias mastered 
the art of looking sexy but clean, he must learn to walk 
the thin red line of necking and petting to the edge of 
physical restraint without “going all the way.” Like so 
many young couples of their cultural background and 
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religious convictions, A. and S. began practicing mutual 
masturbation during their courtship. 

And such a practice may, psychologically, have been 
what set in motion the chain of events which led to the 
psychic explosion in Mr. and Mrs. L.’s office supply 
store. 

Oil their wedding night, A.W. failed to achieve a full 
erection. His penis dangled Limply between his thighs 
and adamantly refused to listen to his earnest entreaties 
and do his bidding. His spirit was more than willing, but 
his flesh was weak and uncooperative. 

no greater shame can he experienced by young 
men of certain ethnic, social, and religious backgrounds 
than the failure to consummate the marriage on the wed¬ 
ding night. No greater proof of one’s lack of manhood 
can be imagined. And no greater insult could be suffered 
by the young woman who has been reared in those same 
ethnic, social, and religious backgrounds. 

If A.W. had been able to view the incident dispassion¬ 
ately, he would have seen that he was physically and 
emotionally drained. Realizing this slightly uncomfortable 
turn of events, he would have had a good night’s sleep 
and enjoyed a satisfactory marital consummation with 
the rising sun. A.W. had been given a stag party by his 
friends the night before which had lasted until 5:00 A.M. 
Mr. and Mrs. L. would have allowed A.W. the day off to 
prepare for his wedding if he had requested it, but he did 
not want to do anything which might jeopardize his job. 
His father had lectured him sternly on the responsibility 
of properly caring for a wife, and’ the thought of losing 
his job, even though the pay was very modest, filled him 
with absolute terror. 

A.W. did not bother to go to bed at all; rather, 
he shaved, showered, tried to eat a little breakfast, and was 
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on the job at the usual 8:00 A.M. Although \lr. and Mrs. 
L. had intended to let him go early that afternoon, some 
emergency orders came in that had to be delivered that 
day. A.W. arrived at his parents’ home to change into his 
rented tuxedo only forty-five minutes before the wedding 
ceremony. He refused any food, claiming that he was too 
nervous, and the W. family arrived at the church only a 
few minutes before the ceremony was to begin. After¬ 
ward, when they were taking wedding pictures in the 
chapel, S. teased A. that she had been afraid that he was 
going to leave her waiting at the church. 

So there he lay in anguish on his nuptial couch, cursing 
his lack of virility, not even considering that he had not 
slept in more than thirty-six hours, that he had not taken 
any nourishment other than a glass of champagne in more 
than twenty hours, and that he had just undertaken the 
greatest emotional commitment of a young man's life, 
marriage. No, A.W. did not take any of these factors into 
consideration, but he was quick to make another, much 
more serious, diagnosis of his impotcncy. 

His inability to perform was due, he told his bride, to 
the fact that they had overindulged in mutual mastur¬ 
bation before marriage. They had temporarily burned 
him out with their excessive petting to climax. S. was as 
virginal as he, and the theory sounded quite plausible. 
They had both been reared on a cause-and-elfect ap¬ 
proach to religion. You do something sinful, and God 
chalks it up and meres out punishment when it is most in¬ 
convenient for you. They had sinned—and they had both 
known it—by feeling each other up and petting each 
other until they both came, and now God was exacting 
a toll from them. 

A.W.’s young bride had accepted her husband’s inter¬ 
pretation of God’s judgment for all of that long, sterile 
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three-day honeymoon; and when they returned to the 
city and her girlfriends came over to giggle with her 
about the “first night,” S. painted a romantic picture for 
them—just the kind of thing that they expected to hear 
and just the kind of wedding night that she had always 
imagined. Every night for that first week of their married 
life, S. waited patiently in the double bed for A. to coax 
his disinterested penis into an erection, but the humili¬ 
ation that he had suffered on his wedding night had 
psychologically wounded A.W. They tried necking and 
petting the way they used to in the backseat of his con¬ 
vertible, but A.’s flaccid member lay against his belly 
like some tiny, innocent animal in the nest of his public 
hair. 

It was at tills point that the bride began to say some 
rather unkind things about A.W.’s lack of manhood and 
his complete ineffectiveness as a husband. What, she railed 
one night, would her father and her brothers say if they 
knew that the marriage had not yet been consummated? 
Papa would come and get his daughter, annul the mar¬ 
riage on the grounds of nonconsummation, and give her 
to any one of a dozen lusty and disappointed former 
suitors. 

Two days later, the poltergeist came to the office 
supply store of Mr. and Mrs. L. Why the psychic storm 
centered at A.W.’s place of work rather than in his home 
is difficult to assess. We simply do not know* that much 
about the psychodynamics of the poltergeist. It may have 
been because the young man had more time to brood 
about his plight while on the job than when he was home 
on the firing line standing against his wife’s invective. 

The experienced psychical researcher, who was by 
profession a psychologist, was able to counsel A.W. and 
to bolster his mangled ego. It seems evident that A.W. 
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must have begun to function as a true husband in the 
performance of his marital duties; because, shortly after 
liis long ralk with the researcher, all poltergeist activity 
in the office building ceased. Again we must make clear 
that A.W. was not “consciously guilty” of the violent 
destruction and the psychic madness which had seized 
the office building; rather, the sexual frustration which 
he had experienced in his marital adjustment provided 
the energy center for the invisible vandal. 

I think that our theory of poltergeist activity inspired 
by difficulties in the period of marital adjustment might 
also help to explain one of the classic cases of such dis¬ 
turbances, the Dancing Demon of the ShchapofFs. Here, 
too, it seems that the wide range of bizarre “supernatural’ 1 
phenomena might be better attributed to our “bundle 
of projected repressions.” 

When Alexi Shchapoff returned to his large country 
estate near Orensburg in the province of Uralsk in Russia 
on November 16, 1870, he found his entire household in 
a frenzy over a dancing ghost 

“It started two nights ago,” Helena, his wife told him, 
“on an evening when the baby was fussy. The miller’s 
wife was sitting with me in the parlor and Maria was up¬ 
stairs with the baby, playing her harmonica and dancing 
for her. You know that if all else fails, Maria always 
dances to quiet the child. 

“While we were listening to the sounds of Maria's play¬ 
ing and dancing, we were startled to see a hideous face 
looking in at us from the window. Or at least we thought 
we saw a face. When we gathered up our courage to look 
closer, we could see no one, nor were there footprints in 
the snow. 

“Maria came down from upstairs, told us the baby was 
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asleep, and went into her own bed in the kitchen. The 
miller’s wife and I had resumed our conversation, when 
she suddenly screamed and said that she had again seen 
that horrid face at the window. Before I could get out of 
my chair to investigate, we heard again the sound of 
Maria dancing her three-step up in the attic! 

“I wondered whatever Maria could be doing up in the 
attic and if the girl never got her fill of dancing. Then 
the miller’s wife pointed out that Maria had not gone past 
us, which one must do to climb to the attic. 

“We walked quietly to the room off the kitchen, and 
there we saw Maria resting peacefully in her bed. Then, 
who, we wondered, was in the attic? The dancing was 
getting louder than ever on the floorboards. 

"We got a lantern and walked straight away up the 
stairs to the attic, bolstering one another’s courage as 
we went. Once there we saw that no human agency con¬ 
tained itself within that room, but even as we watched, 
the sounds of the three-step continued! 

“We ran down the steps—the miller’s wife to fetch her 
husband and the gardener, and myself to see to the wel¬ 
fare of our daughter. 

dancing had 

grown in volume and had wakened your mother and mv 
mother and Maria. The men searched the house and the 
grounds all that night, but the disturbance continued 
until dawn.” 

Shchapoff grunted and raised a scornful eyebrow. “I 
think that you ladies got into my private stock of vodka 
and got yourselves silly with drink. I’m surprised that 
the miller and the gardener would have been taken in by 
some drunken women!” 

Mrs. Shchapoff assured her skeptical husband that 
such had not been the case. Furthermore, she told him 
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thar the manifestations had repeated themselves on the 
following night, in spite of the precautions and vigilance 
of the servants and the neighbors. 

“What utter nonsense,” Shchapoff scoffed as he stuffed 
his pipe with fresh tobacco. “I must be away for a few 
days on business, and when I return I find that my 
womenfolk have been telling ghost stories by the fireplace 
and have frightened themselves. And to make matters 
worse, they have so frightened the lazy servants that 
they have probably got even less work done than usual!” 

“It is not so, my son,” said his aged mother from her 
corner by the fireplace. “A demon has come to this 
house. Something supernatural from the sliadowland.” 

The landowner snorted around his pipe stem. “Maria, 
go fetch the miller. He is a man of some common sense. 
Let me hear liis version of this preposterous story.” 

When the miller stood before his employer, he told 
Shchapoff that the story which the mistress had told had 
been substantially correct. “Today, however, I did re¬ 
move a pigeon’s nest from under the cornice of the house. 
I wonder if the bird might not have somehow caused cer¬ 
tain of the noises and confused us in the dark.” 

“Good fellow!” Shchapoff roared, slapping the miller 
heartily on the shoulder. “A man with an infinite amount 
of common sense. Of course, that was it! A pigeon’s nest! 
Oh, this is most amusing. A silly bird scratches against 
the wall of the house, and my entire estate is out hunting 
ghosts and demons until dawn! Now' don’t you all feel 
just a little bit silly?” 

No member of the household felt like pressing the 
argument with the master of the estate. Besides, they 
were all exhausted from two nights of the dancing ghost, 
and they were all ready for bed. Let the ghost show it¬ 
self if it dare, now that Shchapoff was home. 
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About ten o’clock that night, ns Shchapoff sat reading 
and smoking in his favorite chair, he heard a strange noise 
above his head. At first he was startled and he set both 
Iris pipe and liis book down. Then he grinned. That 
damned pigeon was back at its nest. It did make an eerie 
sound. He could see how poor Helena and the elderly lad¬ 
ies might be deceived by such a loud scratching noise. 

Then the jumbled sounds of scratching and knocking 
formed the unmistakable rhythm of someone dancing a 
three-step. 

Shchapoff grinned. “So my young bride seeks to have 
a bit of fun with me, eh?” 

He walked stealthily up rhe stairs, determined to 
catch his mischievous wife at her prank. He paused out¬ 
side the door of his wife’s room. Yes, there could be no 
mistaking the source of the sounds. They were coming 
from Helena’s room. 


Shchapoff pushed open the door to his wife’s bedroom, 
prepared co seize her in the act of dancing a three-step. 
The landowner blinked his eyes incredulously. Helena 
lay in her bed, her eyelids closed in sleep. 

But the sounds were indeed coming from her room. 
Even as he stood there Shchapoff could hear a scries of 
rappings from above Helena’s bed. He walked to the wall, 
bent his head to more clearly discern rheir source. As he 
listened, something knocked beside his ear with such 
force that the report nearly deafened him. 

Helena sat up in bed, started to mouth a scream, then 
saw her husband standing beside her bed. “Did you 
hear that?’ she asked. “The demon has returned!” 

Shchapoff folded his arms casually across his chest. 

I heard nothing,” he lied. “I was merely looking in on 
you before I went to bed.” 

As if to call his bluff, two exceptionally loud knocks 
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slammed against the wall with such force that the house 
seemed to vibrate down to its very foundation. ShchapofF 
had had enough. Perhaps some jealous neighbor was out 
to work mischief against him. He got a revolver from a 
drawer in his room and summoned the menservants to 
get the dogs. 

The landowner found no miscreants or pranksters on 
his estate that night. Although they searched both the 
house and the grounds, the dancing and the knocking 
continued until dawn. It had been just as his wife had re¬ 
ported, but ShchapofF was by no means willing to ascribe 
the manifestations to the workings of a supernatural 
agency. Someone had liit upon an ingenious method of 
harassing him, and ShchapofF was determined to collar 
the culprit and w'ork his own revenge upon him for 
frightening defenseless women in the master’s absence. 

Three nights later, ShchapofF was a believer—an ex¬ 
hausted believer. He had scarcely had any sleep at all 
since he returned from his business trip. On the night be¬ 
fore, the unseen merrymaker had struck a heavy wooden 
door with such force that it ripped it off its hinges. It was 
pretty hard for even the most avowed skeptic to remain 
one in the face of such extraordinary physical evidence. 

“Damn you,'’ ShchapofF shouted at the sounds of danc¬ 
ing overhead as the entity started a new night of perverse 
party-going, “Damn you, whatever you are, why don’t 
you leave us alone?’* 

At the sound of his request, the dancing ceased and 
all was quiet. Every member of the household looked 
up at the ceiling in bewilderment. It seemed as though 
the dancing demon had been waiting only for the mas¬ 
ter of the house to formally acknowledge it existence. 

The disturbances ceased until December 20th when 
ShchapofF himself reactivated the entity. The landowner 
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had instructed his wife to hold a large Christmas party 
and invite all their friends from the city of Iletski. Shcha¬ 
poff was jovially regaling his guests with tales of the 
dancing demon when he became irritated by the manner 
in which the sophisticated city-folk accepted his ac¬ 
counts. 

“You don’t believe me,” he accused them in a gruff 
voice. 

“Well, surely you can’t be serious, Shchapoff one of 
them ventured cautiously. The landowner’s fierce tem¬ 
per was well-known in the province and no one was 
about to stoke up his fires if it could be avoided. 

“After all,” one of the ladies giggled, “one simply 
doesn’t believe in demons and ghosts in our enlightened 
age. This is 1870, you know. Not the Dark Ages.” 

Shchapoff narrowed his eyes and stroked the well- 
trimmed beard on his chin. “Wc shall sec about that, my 
friends. We shall just see.” 

At her master’s insistence, Maria was summoned from 
the kitchen and commanded to dance a three-step. 

“The damn tiling just needs a bit of coaxing,” Shcha¬ 
poff assurred his guests. “I know the demon is still lurk¬ 
ing about.” 

Hesitantly at first, the cook began to dance. Then, 
encouraged by the laughing and clapping of the ele¬ 
gantly gowned guests, Maria’s dancing became more 
and more spirited. 

Shchapoff s experiment worked. From overhead in the 
attic came the sound of someone dancing a vigorous 
three-step. 

“Oh, come on now,” crowed one of the guests. “You 
can’ fool us with a simple trick like that! You’ve planted 
another servant up there!” 
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Shchapoff bade the guests to see for themselves. When 
an investigating party went up to search the attic, they 
found no one. 

It was certain that no one was going to miss the Shcha- 
poff’s New Year’s Eve party! The wealthy landowner 
had always been a gracious host, but now he had added 
the summoning of spirits to his list of entertainments. On 
that night, Shchapoff once again ordered Maria to “prime 
the pump,” and the dancing demon replied in kind in 
in its private ballroom in the attic. In addition, the entity 
found its voice for the first time and sang garbled bits of 
Russian folksongs. 

On New Year’s Day, Mrs. Shchapoff lay ill in her bed. 

“What is the matter, my darling?” the landowner won¬ 
dered. “Was the party too much for you?” ' 

His Helena lay weakly propped against two large 
feather pillows, her beautiful black hair set in long braids 
that fell on cither side of her shoulders. “Mav we go into 
Ilctski for a dine?” she asked her husband. “The winter 
is so bleak out h*re in the country. It is so dull with noth¬ 
ing to look at but the snow.” 

“Dull?” Shchapoff echoed in surprise. “After we have 
just hosted two parties which have become the talk of the 
province?” 

“Perhaps that is why I 3 m so depressed today,” Helena 
sighed. I know that if we moved into our townhouse 
for the remainder of the winter, we should have more 
parties. I know that I should feel better at once if I could 
begin planning another party!” 

Shchapoff laughed. at his youthful wife. She was 
twenty. He had married her at seventeen and had taken 
her away from her gay circle of friends in Iletski to be¬ 
come mistress of his vast estate. He knew that lie 
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probably too stem with her, but lie did love her. “Very 
well,” he acquiesced. “I’ll send some of the servants ahead 
to get the townhousc in readiness.” 

There would be few parries for Helena ShchapofF, 
however. The entertainment at their two holiday parties 
had been the talk not only of Ilctski society but of the 
entire province. The Provincial Governor, General Ver- 
vekin, was extremely upset with such babble of dancing 
demons and haunted houses. At his instigation, a commit¬ 
tee composed of an engineer, an electrical theorist, and 
a magazine editor was formed to conduct a formal in¬ 
quiry into the matter of ShchapofFs dancing demon. It 
was the consensus of the learned committee that Mrs. 
ShchapofF was somehow accomplishing the ghostly ef¬ 
fects by means of trickery. When the Governor read 
the committee’s report, he sent a sharply worded letter 
to ShchapofF, ordering him not to allow the “alleged phe¬ 
nomena” to take place again. 

Angered and humiliated by such an edict from the 
Governor of the province, ShchapofF ordered his serv¬ 
ants to repack and move back to the country estate. 
There, however, in spite of the Governor’s edict, the 
manifestations recurred with renewed vigor. 

A spiritualist arrived on the estate and ofFered to com¬ 
municate with the entity and to put the restless spirit at 
peace. The medium was pleased to find that the demon 
would respond to his request to communicate by knock¬ 
ing, and he had soon established a code whereby they 
might “talk” to one another. 

According to the spiritualist, the entity was a devil that 
had been set upon die landowner by a man whom Shcha¬ 
pofF had wronged in a business transaction. The devil 
would not rest, it told the medium, until ShchapofF had 
been driven from the estate. 
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ShchapofF was stunned. This did not seem at all like 
the obliging spirit that had danced with Maria at the two 
holiday parries. Mrs. ShchapofF, however, seized upon 
the message as an opportunity to begin anew her plead¬ 
ing to return to the city. 

“I'll not have those people looking at us down their 
noses because of the Governor and Ins damned commit¬ 
tee,” ShchapofF thundered. 

But then the demon had had enough of dancing in the 
attic and began to develop incendiary abilities. 

“Truly the thing must be a devil from the pits of hell,” 
ShchapofF gasped as balls of fire circled the house. They 
bounced ofF windows and walls in a playful manner at 
first, then began to set clothing, books, mattresses, and 
furniture on fire. Pails of water were set everywhere 
within the house, and a servant always maintained a vigil 
while the rest of the household slept. 

The ordeal by fire reached its climax that day when 
Mrs. ShchapofF became a pillar of flame before the hor¬ 
rified eyes of a house guest and the miller’s wife. 

The three women had been sitting in the parlor visit¬ 
ing when their conversation was interrupted by a terrible, 
high-pitched wailing, which seemed to come from be¬ 
neath their feet. This nightmarish howl was followed by 
a bluish spark which seemed to crackle up at Mrs. Shcha¬ 
pofF and swathe her in flames. 

Helena ShchapofF cried out in terror and mercifully 
collapsed into unconsciousness. A male house guest came 
running at the sounds of the women screaming and cour¬ 
ageously beat out the flames with his bare hands. Curi¬ 
ously, the flames did not raise so much as a single blister 
on the flesh of Mrs. ShchapofF, even though her dress was 
nearly consumed by the fire, but her valiant rescuer 
sufFered severe burns to his hands. 
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Shchapoff made arrangements for a permanent move 
to the city. The servants could manage the estate under 
the direction of the miller. He would rather brave the 
stares and gossip of his erstwhile friends in lletski than 
risk the possibility of having his beloved Helena con¬ 
sumed by the hellfires of the terrible demon. The thing 
had been tolerable when it had confined its activity to 
dancing a three-step in che attic, but now that it had 
shown itself to be quite capable of dealing out fiery de¬ 
struction, it had bec#me a hideous demon. 

The phenomena were completely terminated upon 
ShchapofT’s permanent move to their tovvnhousc. Helena 
Shchapoff rapidly recovered the health that had been 
waning under die steady onslaughts of the pernicious 
poltergeist, and, in the eight years which remained of her 
life, never suffered another day’s illness. Then, quite trag¬ 
ically, she died in child-birth. 

Although the Shchapoff case was written off by the 
Governor’s committee as being due to electrical vibra¬ 
tions which had come from Helena Shchapoff and had 
been somehow intensified by the soil conditions at the 
country place, I think we might more profitably look at 
the disturbances as being a result of the young wife’s 
difficulty in adjusting to her marital situation. No doubt 
the idea of being the mistress of a rich landowner’s coun¬ 
try estate had had great appeal to the teenaged bride 
when first she arrived with her much-older husband. Bn 
the novelty of country living soon passed into boredom 
with the coming of the long winter. Not even the birth 
of her daughter could alleviate her feeling of depression. 
Her child had added to her duties and had helped to keep 
her occupied, but it was intellectual companionship and 
witty friends who could engage in fashionable small talk 
that Helena Shchapoff truly craved, not more work. 
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The miller’s wife, Maria, and the other servants were 
all good people, hut they knew nothing of plays, litera¬ 
ture, and elegant parties. Above all things in life, Helena 
ShchapofF loved to dance. She had been the favorite part¬ 
ner of many eager young men before she yielded to the 
romantic idea of marrying a man of greater maturity, 
strength, and, it was not to be denied, a superior financial 
situation. She had little opportunity to dance in the coun¬ 
try. ShchapofF indulged himself with perhaps one party 
a year, sometime during the Christmas holiday. And once 
when Helena had been dancing to amuse the miller’s 
wife and her child, ShchapofF walked in from surveying 
the fields and berated her at great length about the proper 
way in which a lady was to conduct herself in front of 
menials far beneath her station. 

But the carefree cook, Maria, a year younger than Hel¬ 
ena, was always dancing, and ShchapofF would applaud 
her steps about the kitchen lustily. It did not seem at all 
fair to Helena that the servants should be permitted the 
pleasures which she, the lady of the estate, was denied. 
Even when ShchapofF was away on business, his stern 
image seemed to haunt her like a specter. His forceful 
presence seemed always to be hovering near her, watch¬ 
ing to see that she conduct herself at all times in a befit¬ 
ting manner. His dominating personality was constricting 
her, pressing in on her, malting her turn within herself. 

Could it have been the face of her husband which Hel¬ 
ena ShchapofF Thought she saw scowling in at her on that 
night when the dancing demon made its first appear¬ 
ance? Maria was up in rhe nursery amusing the child by 
dancing a three-step. Could Helena herself have been 
about to begin a merry dance to entertain herself and the 
women? 

She stands poised; a fierce struggle wages within her. 
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Should she find release from her frustration by expressing 
herself in the steps of a favorite dance? Shchapoff would 
be furious. But Shchapoff is away on business. The serv¬ 
ants and the old women would never betray her. She 
stands ready to begin. Every muscle in her body is trem¬ 
bling, demanding relief from the turmoil that has already 
begun to splinter her youthful psyche. She is about to be¬ 
gin when. . . . 

. a face at the window!” the miller’s wife is shout¬ 
ing. “I saw a nasty face at the window!” 

It may be a trick of the flickering fireplace flames on 
the frosted window, but to Helena Shchapoff it is the 
angry features of her husband come to scold her in front 
of the servants ... in front of her mother ... in front 
of her mother-in-law . . . But her husband is not due 
back for three more days! Can it be he? Can his wrath 
transcend the barriers of rime and space? 

Helena Shchapoff shook off the near-trancc into which 
she had sunk and ran to the window to investigate. But 
the psychic damage had already been done. Every spark 
of psychic energy had been primed for release. The 
shout of the miller's wife had injected the fear of her 
husband into Helena ShchapofFs state of psychological 
readiness and had accomplished ail effect similar to that 
of thrusting a steaming hot glass into ice water. Some vi¬ 
tal part of Helena Shchapoff had shattered off from the 
rest of her psyche. It was soon after this that the sound of 
the three-step was heard in the attic. 

To illustrate our thesis point by point, note that the 
activity becomes intensified on the night of Shchapoff's 
return. Again, Helena has been shamed and scolded by 
her husband, then in her deep sleep—or could it have 
been a trance state?—the poltergeist is allowed full access 
to the nutritive energy provided by her psychic essence. 
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Ic is also important to remember that Shchapoff discov¬ 
ered his wife asleep nt the onset of the phenomena. This 
fact further establishes her “conscious innocence,” seems 


to absolve her of guilt, and removes from Helena Shcha¬ 
poff all suspicion and taint of trickery. 

1. ) The activity increases in violence nightly until 
Shchapoff admits that the phenomena is real. Ac this 
point the disturbances cense. Ostensibly the purpose has 
been accomplished. Shchapoff will be frightened now 
that something supernatural has taken place and they will 
move back to their home in the city. 

2. ) Shchapoff does not move. In fact, he is the one 
who reactivates the psychic residue by his power of be¬ 
lief iu the entity. Poltergeists seem to gain strength 
from the emotions of the percipients of the phenomena. 

3. ) The increase in activity begins to take its toll of 
the youthful bride, who, unconsciously, has been provid¬ 
ing the demon’s psychic strength. In this respect, the pol¬ 
tergeist is like a vampire, feeding upon its victim's 
psyche rather than his blood. 

4. ) When Shchapoff agrees to return to the city, all 
manifestations cease, and Helena is on the road to com¬ 


plete recovery of her health. There is no longer the un¬ 
conscious need for the poltergeist to exist. 

5. ) The pronunciamento of the Governor’s commit¬ 
tee focuses attention on the Shchapoffs. Spiritualists, 
scientists, occultists, and reporters descend on them in 
droves. Shchapoff returns to the country estate, and the 
poltergeist activity, feasting lavishly on all the psychic 
energy being directed toward the phenomena, moves 
up to the awesome plateau of materialization and com¬ 
munication. 

6 . ) The message relayed by the spiritualist concern¬ 
ing the curse placed on Shchapoff seems quite obviously 
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to reflect a most hoped-for desire in the subconscious 
of Helena. If her husband is convinced that his life is in 
danger, perhaps then he will make a permanent move to 
the city. 

7.) The spontaneous combustion of Helena’s cloth¬ 
ing, without bringing injury to her body, seems to be 
symbolic of the fiery inner torment and anguish she is 
experiencing as she languishes on the country estate 
and as her reserves of psychic strength are being contin¬ 
ually sapped by the poltergeist. Take her away from 
here, the demon seems to be warning, or the next time 
I shall claim her flesh for my own. 

It was at this point that Shchapoff did surrender all 
hope of combatting the fiery demon and decided to make 
a permanent move to the city. As soon as this was ac¬ 
complished, he had effected his own exorcism of the 
terrible dancing demon of the Shchapoffs. 
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CHAPTER THREE: Out-of-Body Sex 


Does man possess an astral body which can be projected 
outside of his physical body to soar unhindered through 
Time and Space? Can the soul, the mind, travel in¬ 
dependently of the body to faraway places? Can the pro¬ 
jected mind appear spirit-like before one’s friends or rel¬ 
atives and relay messages of great meaning? 

Dr. Eugene E. Bernard, professor of psychology at 
North Carolina State University in Raleigh, has told re¬ 
porters that his in-progress study of such phenomena has 
convinced him that one out of every one hundred per¬ 
sons has experienced out-of-body projection. Dr. J. B. 
Rhine, perhaps the most well-known parapsychologist 
in the world and currently head of the Foundation for 
Research on the Nature of Man, is reported to have rec¬ 
ords of more than 10,000 such cases of out-of-body ex¬ 
perience (OBE) which have been submitted to him by 
people from all over the world. 

Dr. Bernard has compared the phenomenon of OBE to 
“ • • }y ]n g ° n a sofa, getting up and seeing your body 
still lying on the couch.” 

Psychical researcher Frederic W. H. Meyers has termed 
astral projection, the independent journeying forth of 
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the soul, to be the most extraordinary achievement of 
the human will. “What can lie further outside any known 
capacity than the power to cause a semblance of oneself 
to appear at a distance?” Meyers once wrote. “What can 
be more a central action—more manifestly the outcome 
of whatsoever is deepest and most unitary in man’s whole 
being? Of all vital phenomena, I say, this is the most sig¬ 
nificant! this self-projection is the one definite act which 
it seems as though a man might perform equally well 
before and after bodily death.” 

A number of leading psychologists have declared that 
certain individuals, when terribly ill, severely injured, 
or at some time when the lifeforce is threatened, have ex¬ 
perienced spontaneous OBE and have separated their 
minds from their bodies. While doing research for my 
study of astral projection (The Mind Travelers), I in¬ 
terviewed a number of “old pros,” those gifted individ¬ 
uals who are able to slip in and out of their bodies al¬ 
most at will, conducted extensive research into the litera¬ 
ture of out-of-body experience, and received numerous 
letters from readers of my books and magazine articles 
in which they described their own OBE. In many of 
these cases, I became convinced that there existed a def¬ 
inite correlation between out-of-body experience and 
man’s sexual nature. For example, a number of those who 
reported OBE stated that the experience had taken place 
during orgasm. And it soon became rather apparent that 
many of the deliberate projections have been frankly sex¬ 
ual in motivation. 

Let us turn first to one of the most famous instances 
of a man producing a “ghost” on call that exists in the 
annals of psychical research. 

On a Sunday evening in November of 1881, a proper 
young gentleman named S. H. Beard sat in his room read- 
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ing a book which theorized about the enormous power 
which the human will is capable of exercising. We do not 
know, of course, how long Beard sat there and pondered 
such a weighty subject, but we may assume that no 
great amount of time had passed before he was thinking 
fondly of his fiancee, Miss L. S. Verity. We do know, 
however, that the union of these two ideas, the one phil¬ 
osophical, the other biological, led young Beard to re¬ 
solve with the whole force of liis being that he would 
somehow be present in spirit in the front bedroom on 
the second floor of the house at 22 Hogarth Road, Ken¬ 
sington, England. 


Miss Verity tossed restlessly in her sleep for a few mo¬ 
ments, then, suddenly, found herself wide awake. 

She sucked in her breath and formed it into a gasp of 
horror. There was a man moving about her bedroom! 

The figure came nearer, and Miss Verity fought the 

terrible panic which was rapidly converting every bone 

in her body to rubber. 

* 

But there was something strangely familiar about the 
form of the intruder. “Stanley!” she squeaked, somehow 
managing to force the name around her fright. “Stanley 
Beard, whatever are you doing in my bedroom?” 

Beard did not answer her question, but continued to 
advance toward the bed, a strange smile on his lips. 

What was Miss Verity to do? Had her betrothed gone 
insane with lust? Had he broken into her bedroom to 
force his male nature upon her? There was nothing left 
for her to do but to scream at the full powder of her lungs. 

Miss Verity’s screams awakened her younger sister, 
who shared the large double bed; and she, too, began to 
scream her protest at the still approaching figure of Mr. 
S; H. Beard. The piercing chorus proved too much for 
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the intruder, and, before the girls’ astonished eyes, Beard 
began to fade away. By the time the male members of 
the household had arrived at the girls’ room to investi¬ 
gate, Mr. Beard had vanished, and the girls were left with 
a most preposterous tale to relate to their elders. 

Later, as she lay on her pillow and reflected upon the 
incident, Miss Verity was filled with a terrible sense of 
foreboding. In a book of romances, she had read of how 
a girl’s mortally wounded lover had appeared to her as a 
ghost to bid her farewell. Had poor Stanley met with 
disaster and sent his phantom to say goodbye? How could 
she have been so insensitive and thoughtless? 

Much to Miss Verity’s relief, her fiance called on her 
in the flesh three days after the strange, episode in her 
bedroom. He sat beside her on the couch and did not 
speak until she had told him the entire story. 

“I projected my phantom to you on purpose,” he 
confessed. 

Miss Verity’s mouth dropped open in a most unlady¬ 
like manner. 

“Really, darling,” Beard went on, “I am quite as aston¬ 
ished as you are that die experiment worked, and I didn’t 
really know that it had until I heard the tale from your 
lips just now. You see, I had been reading this book 
and. . . 

Psychical researcher Edmund Gurney got wind of the 
young man’s remarkable experiment and interviewed 
both the agent, Beard, and the two percipients, the Verity 
sisters. Gurney learned that Beard had appeared quite 
solid, that there had been nothing ghostly about the ap¬ 
parition. The researcher was convinced no hoax had 
beeff perpetrated and requested that Beard let him in on 
the experiment the next time he might decide to at¬ 
tempt it. 
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It is idle to speculate whether Beard interpreted Gur¬ 
ney's request as a challenge or whether he became so in¬ 
trigued with the idea of projecting his astral self to his 
fiancee’s bedroom that he could not resist having another 

try. 

• 

On the evening of his second experiment, an appari¬ 
tion of the young man was seen twice in the Y r erity 
household. For some reason, neither projection “hit” his 
fiancee’s bedroom, which, he later admitted, had been 
liis target. But on each of his travels that night, he was 
clearly seen by his fiancee’s older, married sister, who 
was visiting at home that weekend. The woman had 
met Beard only once, two years before, but she was able 
to recognize him before he faded away before her as¬ 
tonished eyes. 

Later that evening, it was to her bedroom that Beard 
materialized during his second projection. He stood next 
to her bed and bent over to stroke her hair. Before the 
apparition vanished back into the ether, it had taken the 
woman’s hand into its own. 

“I was neither frightened nor nervous,” she later told 
investigator Gurney. “I was strangely excited by the re¬ 
markable experience! ” 

Although Beard claimed that once again he had not 
known of the experiment’s success until he had heard 
word from the Y'erity household on 22 Hogarth Road, 
it seems noteworthy that his tests of the human will 
should invariably land his astral self in a lady’s bedroom! 

Edmund Gurney received a short note from Beard on 
March 22, 1884, advising him that he would attempt an¬ 
other astral journey that same night. Once again, he told 
the psychical researcher, his target would be Miss L. S. 
Verity. This, as it aimed out, was Beard’s final experi¬ 
ment. His fiancee protested that her nerves could not 
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survive any more “ghosts” in her bedroom, and her fam¬ 
ily doctor strenuously agreed. 

Miss Verity’s own testimony of that remarkable night 
is recorded in Phantasms of the Living (188(5), a casebook 
authored by Edmund Gurney, Frederic W. H. Myers, 
and Frank Podmore. In a letter to Gurney dated April 
3, 1884, the young lady wrote: “On Saturday night, 
March 22, 1884, at about midnight, I had a distinct 
impression that Mr. S. H. Beard was present in my room, 
and I distinctly saw him whilst I was quite widely awake. 
He came toward me, and stroked my hair. I voluntarily 
gave him this information when he called to see me on 
Wednesday, April 2, telling him the time and the cir¬ 
cumstances of the apparition, without any suggestion 
on his part. The appearance in my room was most vivid 
and quite unmistakable.” 

The students of Professor D. R. would be astounded, I 
am certain, to learn that their venerable teacher is in the 
“old pro” category when it comes to astral projection. 

“I cannot normally slip in and out quite as fast as could 
someone like Oliver Fox or Slyvan Muldoon,” he said, 
“but I have this friend who is a hypnotist and he can 
zip me out in practically no time at all.” 

Professor D. R. admits that one of his most dramatic 
early projections was frankly sexual in motivation. “I had 
been going with this delightful creature, who, in today’s 
jargon, would be termed a ‘swinger.’ At any rate, she was 
a flapper who was a real ‘it’ girl, and she was sexually 
generous without being promiscuous. That may sound 
like a paradox to some people, but that fellow in Chicago 
with his Playboy philosophy is trying to pass off the 
same male concept of an ideal bedmate today. 

“This girl, we’ll call her Lulu, was definitely not the 
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sort one would take home to dear old Mother, and as I 
was in mv wild-oat sowing period at the time, she was 
just what the medicine man ordered. It didn’t bother me 
at all to know that I was not the only collegian who 
shared Lulu’s favors. In fact, we had an informal club 
made up of college men who slept with the townie with 
the bee-smng lips and the Clara Bow hairdo. ‘Lulu’s 
Lovers’ we called ourselves. 

“There came this time when Lulu went on a brief va¬ 
cation and mercilessly left her club members to their own 
resources. Most of us had regular ‘nice’ girls with whom 
we could hold hands and maybe even neck with a bit in 
the back rows of die movie theater, so the deprivation 
was not really all that bad. 

“But this one night when my girlfriend had left me 
all steamed up without cooling me off, I went back to my 
room and decided to try an experiment. I had long before 
run across references to astral projection in some old oc¬ 
cult books that belonged to my uncle. In addition, I had 
acquired a few numbers of England’s Occult Review for 
the year 1920 which carried some of Oliver Fox’s theo¬ 
ries and suggestions on attaining controlled out-of-body 
projection. I had had some quite wonderful experiences, 
and I had, on numerous occasions, obtained at least sub¬ 
jective proof of my astral travels. 

“It always took me awhile to attain the proper ‘feel’ 
which enabled me to project my astral body, but I hoped 
on that particular night my physical need would prod 
my psyche. I happened to be one of the few fellows who 
knew where Lulu was staying and I wrote the address on 
a slip of paper and began to concentrate on it. 

“Within a few moments, I had the familiar feeling that 
my entire conscious self was rolling up in a ball and 
was moving toward my skull. There was the slight ‘pop’ 
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and I was standing outside of my physical body, or rather 
floating above it, looking down at myself stretched out 
on the bed. 1 thought again of Lulu’s address. There came 
a crackling, electrical sound, and then I seemed to be 
caught up in a violent wind. The night sky, stars, people, 
fac«, buildings, bright lights—all rushed by me. And 
then l was there. 

“My greatest gamble, of course, was that Lulu would 
be in her room—alone. But as the hour was quite late, 
and Lulu had told everyone that she was going away on 
a vacation, ‘just to be alone, fer gawdsake,’ I thought that 
mv chances of finding her asleep in bed were quite good. 

'“I was in luck. The sleeping form of Lulu lay 
stretched out beneath me. How lovely she looked. Lovely 
and accessible. I bobbed about the room for a minute or 
two, noticing certain details about the furniture and the 
decor. I made a practice of doing this whenever I felt I 
had achieved astral projection so that 1 might later sub¬ 
stantiate the experience. Then it was back to the business 

at hand. , . . 

‘i knew from past experience that Lulu slept in the 
nude, but now she lay beneath me with the bedclothes 
tucked tightly beneath her chin. Could I simply reach 
down and lift the covers from her body? 1 had never 
tried touching anyone or anything on any of my pre¬ 
vious astral travels. Somehow I was afraid to even attempt 
it. Instead, I tried impressing the thought on Lulu’s 
mind that she should kick off her covers. 

“After several moments of concentration, I was aston- 
ished to see Lulu begin to toss restlessly. An irritated 
whimper escaped her lips, and with a great sigh, she 
flipped the covers from Iter gloriously naked body. 

‘‘Now the objective lay directly beneath me. The 
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‘spirit’ was indeed willing, but what is the spirit in such 
matters without the flesh? 

“A movement in a comer of the room startled me. Had 
I overlooked another presence in the room? 

“Someone was standing there beside a bed. As I peered 
into the blackness, I was suddenly struck with the awe¬ 
some realization that I was seeing my own reflection 
in a mirror. This was the first time that I had been able 
to discern such an image. On previous astral journeys, I 
had merely been an invisible presence. But now, even 
though the form was misty and presented only a dim out¬ 
line, there did seem to be a certain substance to my astral 
image. Perhaps my desire had added weight to my psyche! 

“Deciding to waste no more time, 1 lowered myself 
between Lulu’s outstretched thighs. Could she feel me 
entering her? As if in answer to my mental question. Lu¬ 
lu’s eyes flickered open, widened briefly as they osten¬ 
sibly beheld my shimmering, spectral image, then closed 
again. Evidently, if she really had seen me, she had quickly 
concluded that she was dreaming. 

“As I began the to-and-fro rhythmic thrusts of love, 
Lulu moaned, and without opening her eyes, started to 
rock her hips to match my pace. 

“Just as I could feel the both of us beginning to come, 
I seemed suddenly sucked into a black, spiraling vortex. 
After a few moments, when I opened my eyes, I was back 
in my physical body on my bed. The first thing that I 
noticed after a bit more consciousness had returned to 
me was that my pajama bottoms were soaked with semen. 
Had I merely had a wet dream, or had I really projected 
myself to Lulu’s vacation apartment? 

“I u ? as not to know the answer until our girl returned 
from her hiatus. I made a date with Lulu as soon as 1 
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could now tliac she was back in circulation. After we had 
had dinner and observed certain social amenities, we lay 
on her bed smoking cigarettes. 

“ ‘How was your vacation?’ I asked her. 

“ 'Just swell, sport/ ” she winked. ‘When Lulu goes, 
she goes first class.’ 

“At this point she proceeded to describe the ‘elegant’ 
room in which she had stayed. She made it sound like the 
Ritz, but I thought I knew better. When, she paused in 
her lavish description, 1 interrupted her by saying that 
that was not at all how I had pictured h$r room in my 
imagination. Lulu arched a quizzical, well-plucked eye¬ 
brow, and I described the room that I had seen in my 
projection as well as I could from memory. 

“Lulu opened her bee-stung lips in a little gasp of sur¬ 
prise. Then, her eyes suddenly widened and she sat up as 
if a certain unadmitted and unwanted memory was sud¬ 
denly rushing back to her. ‘So you were the bastard!’ she 
said. ‘How in hell did you do it?’ 

“I tried to play it light, but Lulu would have none of 
it. She ordered me out of her room and refused ever to 
see me again. Later I heard that she had told it all over the 
hangouts that I was a warlock, a male witch. Of course 
no one believed that % but a lot of the gals and fellows in¬ 
terpreted Lulu to mean that I was some kind of sexual de¬ 
viate, who had tried ro force her into performing per¬ 
verted sex practices. I had quite a time of it there for a 
while, and I have never experimented with out-of-body 
sex again!” 

Oliver Fox, one of the greatest “old pros” of them all, 
first published accounts of his out-of-body experiences 
in the Occult Review in 1920. These accounts constitute 
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the first really detailed records of a series of conscious 
and controlled out-of-body projections. 

Fox began astral traveling as a schoolboy, but it was 
a first romance in the summer of 1905 that really set the 
young man to serious and strenuous experimentation. 
Elsie, his sweetheart, scalded him for engaging in such 
wicked and Godless exercises of the will; and when Ol¬ 
iver snorted that a simple young girl could know nothing 
of such work, Elsie rejoined that she could materialize in 
his room that very night if she really wanted to. 

Oliver was astounded to see Elsie appear that night in 
his bedroom in the midst of a . . large egg-shaped 
cloud of intensely brilliant bluish-white light . . . her 
hair loose, and in her nightdress.” 

The vaporous Elsie disappeared at the sound of Oliver’s 
voice, but when they met that next evening, the girl had 
evidence that she had been there long enough to describe 
his room to the minutest detail. In his book Astral Pro¬ 
jection: A Record of Out-of-the-Body Experiences , 
Fox assures us that Elsie had never been in his room, 
nor even in his house—neither did they have a common 
friend who might have relayed the description of his 
room. 

Not to be outdone, Oliver appeared in Elsie’s bedroom 
in a form so solid that the bewildered young girl thought 
that it must really be he. 

‘‘Mother is coming to see that I am out of bed,” she 
whispered in a frightened voice to her beau, who stood 
there seemingly unconcerned with the delicacy of the 
situation. The morning sun streamed in through the bed¬ 
room windows, and Oliver seemed as cool as the morn¬ 
ing dew. 

“And here comes brother!” Elsie gasped. “Do you 
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know whnt they'll do if they find you in my bedroom?” 

Oliver vanished just as her mother’s hand had begun to 
turn the doorknob, and Elsie was left a very shaken and 
perplexed young woman. 

Shortly after I had completed work on my casebook of 
out-of-body experience, The Mind Travelers, I was told 
this story by a man who recalled being “cured” of mas- 
turhatory practices when he slipped into an OBE. 

“I was just thirteen,” he told me, “and 1 had been ob¬ 
taining sexual release via self-gratification for several 
months. One time this guy in the Y.M.C.A. gave us a 
lecture about how masturbation would lead to loss of 
strength, virility when you really needed it, and how it 
could even make you have a nervous breakdown or go 
nuts if you did it often enough. You know, it was one 
of those old-fashioned ‘scare hell out of ’em, but don’t 
bother to really explain anything' types of talks. 

“I figured the guy was just a holy joe giving us a line. 
He was about twenty-two and we knew he was study¬ 
ing for the ministry, so I figured, you know, he just had 
to say things like that as a part of his practicing for the 
pulpit. 

“So any way, that night I went to see this sexy movie 
without my folks knowing it. By today’s standards, of 
course, it was like the Bobbsey Twins nuzzling noses 
with Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm. But everything is 
relative, you know, and it boiled my brains and my ten¬ 
der young testes. 

“I went to my room as soon as I got home ana 
headed right for the covers and lights out. 1 was fantasiz¬ 
ing like hell and rubbing my penis for all 1 was worth. 
Then I came and •went at the same time. 1 mean, it must 
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have been the potency of that adolescent orgasm that just 
shot me right out of the body. 

“I could feel myself floating up the ceiling, like I was 
a crazy balloon on a string. Then I could look down and 
see myself lying still on the bed. I mean, I could see my 
backside. I had always wondered what I looked like from 
the back, and now 1 was able to see. Jeez, I thought, not 
only did I go insane—I died! 

“Then my body on the bed below gave a long sigh, 
took a deep breath, and I was back inside my body. I 
didn’t masturbate again for years 1 /’ 

A number of men have described similar out-of-body 
projections at the moment of orgasm during sexual inter¬ 
course. As we have previously mentioned, OBE generally 
occurs when the physical body is fatigued, ill, injured, 
or when the lifeforce is threatened. It appears that we 
must not rule out the occurrence of OBE during the ec¬ 
stasy of sexual orgasm. The sublime pleasure and pain of 
sexual intercourse is, after all, an active expression of the 
lifeforce, and it should not surprise us that the making of 
love (and, possibly, a new life) may be as psychically 
potent as the threat of death. 

In 1637, a wife’s claim that the astrally projected image 
of her absentee husband had impregnated her and pro¬ 
vided her with an heir to his estate served as the basis for 
a number of France’s most sensational courtroom trials. 

The Marquis d’Aiguemere served as Cardinal Valette’s 
secretary and proved as devoted to the cleric as any¬ 
one might expect of mortal man. When the Marquis 
died, he had not seen nor had physical connection with 
his wife, Lady Madeleine, in five years. Nonetheless, 
while the Marquis’ eager brothers were preparing to di- 
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vide his estates. Lady Madeleine announced that she was 
pregnant with her husband’s child. 

Before the startled brothers could get around to hav¬ 
ing their sister-in-law condemned for infidelity, they 
received word that the child, a boy, had been born and 
duly registered as the Marquis’ legitimate heir. 

The brothers won the first court battle with little dif¬ 
ficulty. After all, it was well known that the Marquis 
d’Aigucmcre was devoted to the Cardinal and had been 
overseas with him for four years. In addition, in the year 
before going abroad, the Marquis had received no leave 
from his duties to return to his home. It had been five 
years, then, since Lady Madeleine had even seen her 
husband. How could the shameless woman have the au¬ 
dacity to have her infidelity' flaunted in the courts in such 
a manner? How could she hope to win the charity of 
the court with such a steadfast claim that her bastard was 
the legitimate heir to her husband s vast estates? 

The brothers may have won the first battle, but they 
did not win the war. Lady Madeleine carried her case 
through a series of trials which culminated in the highest 
tribunal in Paris. 

Lady Madeleine insisted that she had followed a life 
of virtuQus seclusion in her husband’s mansion. She had 
surrounded herself with female servants and had allowed 
no male to set foot inside her castle. 

In a sworn affidavit. Lady Madeleine stated that it had 
been her own husband who had fathered her child, 
even though, physically, he was thousands of miles away 
from her. Eight months prior to his death, Lady Made¬ 
leine testified, the Marquis d’Aiguemere had begun visit¬ 
ing her in his astral body. For a brief time each night, she 
and her husband’s phantom enjoyed the conjugal love- 
making that had been denied them for so long. 
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In retrospect. Lady Madeleine wondered if her hus¬ 
band had not had a foreknowledge of his death that 
had somehow prompted an incredible means of provid¬ 
ing him with the heir he so desperately desired. Whether 
or not the Marquis knew the he had only a short time to 
live, the astrally implemented sexual relations had made 
Lady Madeleine pregnant. When she discovered that she 
was with child, she confided in four trusted servants and 
told them explicitly how such a thing had come to be. 

At each of the subsequent trials, Lady Madeleine’s 
servants supported her claim that no man had ever en¬ 
tered the d’Aiguemere castle in the absence of the Mar¬ 
quis. The prosecution’s lawyer allowed that he might ac¬ 
cept the allegation that no man had ever intruded upon 
Lady Madeleine’s boudoir; but, he speculated, might not 
she have indulged in Lesbian relationships? Surely a 
woman -with a healthy appetite could not be denied 
sex for so long a time. Perhaps one of her servant maids 
had come fresh from sexual intercourse with a man to the 
arms of her mistress for a bout of Lesbian by-play. If 
this were so, might not Lady Madeleine have become 
impregnated with semen that had been relayed second¬ 
hand? This argument was later stricken from the court 
record when physicians examined each of Lady Made¬ 
leine’s menials and declared them, one and all to- have 
their maidenheads intact. 

The high court ruled in favor of Lady Madeleine and 
ordered that her son be declared the legitimate heir of 
the Marquis d’Aiguemere. In spite of recent research 
into out-of-body experience, we might be inclined to 
hold a few reservations concerning the ability of a pro¬ 
jected male agent to impregnate a female percipient 
with his astral body. I have in my files a number of ac¬ 
counts in which both parties, the agent and the pcrcip- 
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ient, claim to have accomplished the act of sexual inter¬ 
course during an OBE, but the notion of an astral penis 
actually fertilizing an ovum seems beyond the scope of 
out-of-body projection. Nevertheless, the court decided 
for Lady Madeleine, her child, and her incredible story. 
According to Cecil de Vada, who wrote of the remark¬ 
able case in the January, 1968, issue of Fate, accounts of 
the trials appear in G. H. Harsdorffer’s Der Grosse Schm- 
platz, 1649 and 1652; in N. Abele’s Metamorphosis Take 
Judiciariae, 1684; and in Judicial Curiosities, 1859. 




CHAPTER FOUR: By Lust Possessed 


Fourteen-year-old Anna knew that her father was 
somewhere in the barn, and she wanted only to pick up 
the pail of fresh milk and hurry back to the house. 

She was afraid of her father. It seemed he was always 
after her. Whenever she would bring him lunch in the 
field, he would insist that she sit near him while he drank 
coffee and ate sandwiches and cookies. His hands would 
start to stroke her legs and tweak her breasts, and he 
would want her to put her own hands on the stiffened 
penis that strained against the fly of his overalls. 

“You’re getting to he a real woman,” he would whisper 
hoarsely, putting his arms around her. And then he would 
tell her all the horrid things he wanted her to do with 
him. 

Anna always managed to struggle out of his grasp, and 
she would leave him cursing at her for failing to yield to 
the demands of his incestuous lust. 

How could her father ask her to commit this most ter¬ 
rible sin against God and Nature? 

At night she had to keep her door locked to prevent 
her coarse and brutal father from coining to her in her 
bed. When her mother asked why she locked her door, 
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Anna lied and told her that she feared thieves. Her 
mother laughed and said that they did not have to worry 
about thieves as long as her father was there to protect 
them. Father always behaved himself in front of Mother. 
It was whenever they were alone that he attempted to 
force his unnatural desires upon her. 

Anna stepped cautiously into the barn and peered into 
its dim and dusty interior. Her father was upstairs in the 
haymow, throwing down hay for the milking cows. Hay 
chaff spun through the air on the light summer breeze, 
and all was silent save the methodical chewing of the cat¬ 
tle as they enjoyed a respite from the farmer s rough 


hands. 

Two heavy pails of milk stood ready for her to carry 
to the milk house. Anna walked to them, bent her knees, 
felt her young shoulders strain as she hefted them. She 
almost dropped the precious milk when the figure of 
her father loomed before her. 

“Did I scare you, sister?” her father chuckled. 

“I—I thought that you were up in the haymow,” 

Anna replied. . 

“I was,” he nodded. His forehead was beaded with 

sweat and a glistening droplet suddenly rolled down to 
cling precariously on the tip of his nose. Hay chaff had 
worked itself into the hairs of his forearms and he had 

rolled his sleeves up to his large biceps. 

“Come up to the haymow with me, Anna,” he said. 
“What is it you wknt?” Anna was instantly on guard. 
“Do 1 always have to be wanting something?” he 
scowled. “But as a matter of fact, I wanted to show you 
where that old black hen has her nest. There are a good 
dozen eggs up there. It is your job to pick the eggs, 
ain't it?” 







Still Anna hesitated. Little warning signals were sound¬ 
ing inside her brain. There was the shameful way that 
her father was looking at her. She could almost feci his 
eyes oil her maturing breasts, her swelling thighs, her 
widening hips. 

“Come,” he said gruffly. “We’re going up in the hay¬ 
mow!” 


He reached out to grab an arm and some milk spilled 
out of a pail. 

“Set down those goddam milkpails and come upstairs!” 
“No!” Anna shouted, digging her heels into the hard 
dirt floor of the barn. 


Her father lifted his heavy arm. “You yell again and 
I'll smack you a good one in the chops! ” 

“1 won’t go up there with you, Daddy!” Anna sobbed, 
unable to hold back the tears. “It ain’t right what you 
want me to do!” 

“What you mean, it aint right!” he bellowed. “Mina 
goes up there with me!” 

Anna was shamed to hear such a disclosure. “That’s 
bad enough,” she said, “but she’s a hired-girl. She aint 
your daughter!” 

“A woman’s a woman!” the big man sneered. Then, 
softening Ids voice, “You afraid I’m gonna tell folks about 
it and ruin your chances of gettin’ married. Is that it? 
Well, hell, girl, I won’t tell anyone. Besides, it don’t 
count if a girl does it with her pa. You’ll still be a virgin, 
^ou can still tell some church-going pup who might 
want you someday that you aint never screwed with 
nobody. It don't count at all if a girl lays her pa. Hell, 
a girl and her pa can screw and screw all they want to| 
and it don t count at all. Come on, now, let’s. . . 

Anna dropped the milk pails and covered both 
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with her-hands. “Stop it!” she screamed. “Stop it! Stop 
it! It does count! It does count! It counts worser n if 1 let 
some stranger on the road have me! 

“Stop that screamin’!” her father said, taking a step 


toward her. . , 

"Don’t you touch me!” Anna warned. Don t you ever 

touch me,'and don’t you ever come near me again. If you 
do I’ll tell Ma and I’ll tell the priest and I U tell the Sis¬ 
ter’s and I’ll tell everyone what you’ve been wanting of 


Her father stood tall, powerful, and enraged before 
her, his bulk blocking the only exit out of the bam. His 
eves had narrowed to slits and his jaw worked as if they 
were chewing hard on an invisible hone. Would he strike 
her? Would he force his attenaons upon her there in the 

hay? Would he murder her? . 

When he broke his silence, his voice quavered with ter- 
rible anger. “You miserable little bitch!” he cursed \ou 
think you are so goddamn holy, do you? Well, you 
know what people say about me, don’t you? There goes 
Jacob, Satan’s own!’ 

“I spit on you and your churchgoing. I spit on your 
mother and her religion. And I curse you, Anna 1 ask 
the devils in hell to crawl into your body and dnve 
YOU to the very abominations that you so dread. 1 ask 
the devils in hell to set your body on fire and not to give 
you no peace until the day you die!" 


“You’re a brave man to wish to bring this woman into 
your parish for the rites of exorcism, Father Sreiger 
Father Theophilus Riesinger said as they walked to the 
room in which the woman lay resting. “The devil does 
not deal softly with those who attempt to interfere in his 
work.” 


86 



Father Steiger paused. “Theo,” he said, “we have been 
friends for many years. I must confess that I do not really 
know what afflicts that poor woman in there. AH I know 
is that she needs help. Since she was fourteen years old, 
she has been obsessed with such violent and loathsome 
lusts that she has tried to kill herself on several occasions. 
Now the poor creature is forty years old. Marriage hasn’t 
helped; dozens of doctors haven’t helped; someone has 
to help her! ” 

Father Riesinger put a comforting hand on the shoul¬ 
der of his friend and fellow cleric. “With God’s good 
help, we shall rid her of this demonic possession.” 

“But that is what disturbs me,” Father Steiger said 
softly. “This is Earling, Iowa, September 1, 1928, and we 
are about to enter that room and begin the rites of exor¬ 
cism in an attempt to cast out a devil! ” 

“You dont believe the case is genuine?” 

“I believe that with your reputation as an exorcist, 
Father Riesinger, you will in some manner be able to 
give the poor woman some peace.” 

Father Riesinger frowned. “Here is a woman who 
cannot go to the Sacraments because of taunting voices 
that mock her. Here is a once pious young girl who can¬ 
not even go to confession without attempting to strangle 
the confessor. Here is a woman who never got past the 
eighth grade who can give a literal translation of the Latin 
prayers and correct her priest when he mispronounces a 
word. The Bishop has been studying this case since 
1902; that makes twenty-six years, my friend, and no one 
can accuse him of having made a hastv decision when he 
declared this woman’s affliction to be unmistakably that 
of diabolic possession.” 

“I'm sorry, Theo,” Father Steiger said with downcast 
eyes. “It is just that all of this seems so. . . 
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•'So medieval?” Father Riesinger supplied. “I have ac¬ 
complished twelve successful exorcisms. That is why 1 
was sent here to conduct a rite almost forgotten by the 
clergy and the laity alike, a rite which cannot be con¬ 
ducted without the full approval of one’s superiors. 1 am 
convinced, Father Steiger, that the world is very much 
different from what most men believe. And I am con¬ 
vinced that our modem age has not succeeded in altering 
the basic truths and balances which are presented m om: 
scriptural texts. The struggle of Good versus. Evil is 
still very much a part of our contemporary scene.” 

Father Steiger stepped aside to allow the exorcist to 
enter the room at the end of the hall. Although he was 
nearly sixty years old. Father Riesinger was still a strong, 
muscular man, with a body that had been kept in su¬ 
perior physical condition on a regimen of disciplined 
monastic living. However, Father Steiger could not re¬ 
move the image of some Medieval monk going forth to 
battle demons' as the priest swept past him in his Ca¬ 
puchin robes, his long white beard, and the over-sized 
crucifix that rested in the cincture of his robe like a 
broadsword at the ready for diabolic fray. 

A special Mass had been said that morning, and the 
Mother Superior and a number of Sisters flanked the 
woman’s bed. The Capuchin priest made the Sign of the 
Cross and all present joined in the opening prayer of 
exorcism, the I Jtany of All Saints. The woman began to 
tremble, then a dreadful growl filled the room. 

Father Steiger was amazed to note that neither the 
tongue nor the lips of the woman moved, in spite of the 
rising chorus of animal howls that were ostensibly com¬ 
ing from the bed. If Father Theophilus noticed such a 
phenomenon, he was apparently unconcerned. 
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The exorcist raised his voice in an invocation, “God, 
the Son, Redeemer of. . . ” 

Before the nuns who surrounded her could prevent 
such an incredible act, the trembling woman on the bed 
was suddenly carried through the air until she “landed” 
just above the doorway of the high-ceilinged room. 
There, as if she had been filled with helium, the bedev¬ 
iled woman remained fixed. 

The Sisters screamed their horror and amazement. 
“Bring her down!” Father Ricsingcr’s voice sounded loud 
and steady. “Help me,” he said to Father Steiger. “We 
must not let hysteria take control here or we are beaten 
before we begin.” 

Father Steiger helped the Capuchin calm the nuns, 
then, with effort, they brought the tormented woman 
down from the ceiling. 

“She’s lapsed into a coma,” Father Riesinger told the 
others. “Thu may mean the devils have taken full pos¬ 
session, are about to speak.” 

The exorcist intoned his Litany. The unconscious 
woman’s body jerked about and a violent moaning and 
yelping sounded from her closed lips as Father Riesinger 
recited certain holy names. Undeterred, the priest contin¬ 
ued the rites of exorcism.* 

By late afternoon Father Steiger had to excuse himself 
to disperse the crowd that had gathered outside of the 
convent. People had been able to hear the terrible howl¬ 
ing from their homes and had come to determine its 
cause. To quell rumors that a nun was being murdered. 
Father Steiger had to tell the people that a rite of exor¬ 
cism was in progress. Before he left the astonished 
crowd, he beseeched the faithful to remember the tor¬ 
mented woman in their prayers. 
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When he returned to the room, he found the Sisters 
in a state of profound anxiety. ‘‘Look at her, Father! 
the Mother Superior gasped. “She’s bloated beyond rec¬ 
ognition!” 

Father Steiger felt his stomach jolt as he looked at the 
grotesquely distorted woman writhing on the bed. “Fa¬ 
ther Riesinger,” he gasped, “what is happening? Arc you 

. . . arc you certain that you are not killing her?” 

Father Theophilus spoke in a soft but firm voice. “Sa¬ 
tan will use every device within his power to make us 
quit this work and leave this poor woman in his embrace. 
Perhaps some of you need some fresh air. I advise that- 
you take turns getting outside and walking around a bit. 

I also recommend that Mother Superior draw up a sened- 
ule so that the nuns may work in relays. It would be wise 
if there were always a fresh group ready when Anna 
needs them most.” 

“That’s right, old man ” came a voice from within the 
possessed woman, “those screaming virgins are going to 
need all of their strength! ” 

At last the howling and growling had formed itself 
into a voice. Father Steiger stared in wonderment as 
the mocking entity spoke from the woman's tormented 
body without utilizing either her lips or her tongue. 

Father Riesinger moved in on his adversary without a 
moment’s hesitation. He demanded to know how many 
devils inhabited the body of the woman. 

“Oh, there arc many of us!” the voice said confidently. 
“Too many for you. old man!” 

The gauntlet had been tossed. Now the battle would 

begin in earnest. 

As if to strike an immediate blow at Father Srciger s 
sensitive stomach, the woman began to vomit “foul, un¬ 
mentionable excrements.” Some of the obnoxious matter 
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resembled “vomited macaroni,” other “chewed and sliced 
tobacco leaves.” Nausea would seize the woman as many 
as twenty times a day, and some of the substances found 
within her vile outpourings were things as would be “hu¬ 
manly impossible to lodge in a human body.” The retch¬ 
ing continued at a prodigious rate, in spite of the fact that 
the woman was conscious each day for only a little while 
in the morning before the exorcism was renewed, to take 
only very light nourishment. 

“She will waste away from dehydration,” Father 
Steiger said after one of the woman’s particularly violent 
sessions of vomiting. 

“Satan will not go so far as to kill her,” Father Theo- 
philus told him. “Remember, we must not weaken!” 

The exorcist had determined that the woman had been 
possessed by two types of demons, those from the realm 
of fallen angels and those once souls living on earth. He 
had also singled out their leader, Beelzebub. 

“You fight a hard battle,” Beelzebub told Father Rie- 
singer, “but you will not win this woman away from us! 
She has been ours since her fourteenth year!” 

“How did you enter her then?” the exorcist asked. 

“Ha! Wouldn’t you like to know*?” 

“I*H k ee P at you until you tell me!” Father Riesinger 
warned the devil. “I command you in the Name of. . . .” 

“Oh, lay off me with that business. I’ve had enough of 
it for today!” 

“Then tell what I want to know!” 

“Ha! Her own father cursed us into her!” 

“But why should you, a leader among devils, bother 
yourself with a girl?” 

“Don’t you get your orders from the Bishop?” 

“You mean Lucifer commanded you to enter her?” 

“Who else?” 
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Beelzebub conversed with the exorcist in German and 
Latin as well as in English. The devil's command of each 
language was so perfect that he took great delight in cor¬ 
recting Father Theophilus whenever he might mispro¬ 
nounce a word. 

But the priest was not interested in playing word- 
games. He wanted to learn why a girl’s own father would 
bring down the hordes of hell upon her. 

“Ask him yourself!” Beelzebub snapped one day when 
the exorcist had been at him without let-up since early 
morning. 

“You mean,” Father Riesinger asked increduously, 
“that he is one of the devils within her now?” 

“Aye ” Beelzebub laughed. “He has been within her 
since the moment of his damnation! ’ 

When Father Riesinger commanded the devil of the 
father to come forth, he stirred up a demon of another 
color. A bass voice thundered the room with such ve¬ 
hemence that Father Steiger excused himself from the 
room. The new speaker claimed to be Judas Iscariot! 

“It was my mission to make the little wretch commit 
suicide,” Judas told the exorcist. “Preferably to hang her¬ 
self, as I did.” 

“What do you mean, it was your mission?” 

“Because you have interferred, you meddling old fool! 
We must not pressure the potential suicide victim too 
hard, or we will interfere with his free will. If we go too 
far, it will be judged that his freedom of choice was de- 
stroyed, and his soul will not be given to us. 

At this point the possessed woman’s face contorted 
irrotesquely and a terrible stench filled the room. ‘ That s 
enough, judas,” a new voice silenced the demon that 
claimed to be the former apostle. “You talk too much! ’ 
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^ “I think we have now the Prince of Darkness himself!” 
Father Riesinger said. 

The woman’s thin and emaciated body inflated like a 
balloon, and the stench become so Overwhelming that 
the Sisters were forced to flee the room for fresh air. 
Only the exorcist stood his ground. 

“Has the visiting general stopped by to see how his 
troops are doing?” Father Riesinger asked in a mocking 
voice. 

* % 

“How else am I to see if my work goes smoothly?” Sa¬ 
tan answered. 

“Why do you persist in such a losing battle?” the 
exorcist pressured Satan. “You know Christ has redeemed 
the world ” 


“Whether my work is useless or not depends upon one’s 
point of view,” Satan said. “Such things are beyond your 
understanding, but this whole issue began before Time 
itself and in accordance with a set of strict laws.” 


Father Theophilus advanced on Satan with a large 
cross that a Sister had left in the room. 


“Ha! Ha!” Satan laughed. “Put that silly thing away. 
If my memory serves me well, your precious Lord died 
on a wooden cross, not one of papier-mache!” 

Father Riesinger looked down at the cross and saw 


that it had indeed been made of papier-mache. Momen¬ 
tarily flustered, the exorcist snapped. “Your memory 
should serve you well. Surely you were there at the 
crucifixion?” 

In lieu of a direct answer, the exorcist received two 
uninterrupted hours of maniacal laughter. 

When the laughter had subsided, Father Steiger again 
joined Father Riesinger. 


“So there is the sniveling pup who brought this whole 
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thing, about, is it?” Satan snarled at the parish priest. 
“I'll attend to you, Steiger. I see that you are well taken 
care of! I'U set the entire parish against you. Such hatred 
will be built up against you that your parishioners will 
demand your removal!” 

That night at dinner, while Sisters watched over the 
entranced Voman, Father Steiger spoke earnestly to the 
Capuchin exorcist. 

“I’m beginning to become concerned what people 
in the parish are thinking about this whole affair,” he said, 
his eyes avoiding those of his old friend. “Wc have been 
at it for days now, the screaming, the cursing, the growl¬ 
ing. I ... I have even heard it said that those who arc 
able to conjure up Satan must themselves be in his 
power. I just wonder if. . . .’ 

Father Theophilus interrupted his friend with a deep, 
weary sigh. “Don’t you see, Father Steiger? You have be¬ 
gun to fall right into his plan. It is part of his strategy to 
sow seeds of doubt in vour soul. What a cM/p it would 
be for Satan if he could turn two old friends against one 
another!” 

Father Steiger left the dinner table for a place where 
he could be alone in quiet prayer and meditation. Later, 
when he rejoined Father Riesinger in the woman s room, 
he felt buoyed up and confident, grateful that he had not 
fallen into Satan's snare. 

“Here comes the whimpering cur now,” Satan sneered 
as Father Steiger entered the room. “I am going to fix 
you up good and proper, my pup! ” 

“Save your threats,” Father Steiger shot back. ‘‘I am 
not afraid of you. You can do me no harm! ” 

Satan roared with laughter. “Listen to the little dog 
bark, will you!” 
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Then the entity’s voice became low and filled with 
menace. “So I can’t harm you, eh? What makes you so 
special? I’ve had better priests than you murdered on 
their own altars! I’ve had priests butchered alive. I’ve 
had them skinned, baked, boiled, and burned. I even 
hung Him on a cross! And I had his precious Peter cruci¬ 
fied upside down. I can harm you all right, pup! And I’ll 
do it this Friday. Fridays are supposed to be special for 
you Roman Catholics, aren’t they?” 

That Friday, Father Steiger received an emergency 
call from one of his parishioners in the country. As he 
approached a bridge near Earling in the new car which 
had been a gift from his parish, a “black cloud” obscured 
his vision. 

The new car was a shambles, but Father Steiger es¬ 
caped with “some external scars and a state of nervous 
excitement.” When he returned to the room in which 
Father Riesinger held perpetual debate with Satan, the 
entity laughed at Father Steiger’s appearance and asked 
how the priest liked the car crash for “openers.” 

“Too bad about the new car,” Satan clucked in mock 
pity. “But I can promise you th3t there will be more fun 
for you, boy!” 

The “fun” came at night to Father Steiger's room. 
Eerie, rat-like noises scampered across his floor until 
dawn. Doors opened and slammed shut. Sudden, jolting 
movements of his bed kept him on edge all night long. 

After two weeks of harassment against the priests and 
the nuns involved in the exorcism, Satan took leave of 
the woman’s body. “He’s left his troops to themselves,” 
Father Riesinger smiled. “Now, at last, I can concentrate 
my full fire-power on those demons that infest this poor 
creature’s body!” 
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Then, one night during the Litany of exorcism, a new 
voice revealed irs presence. It was the voice of Jacob, the 
woman’s father. 

“Ha! Ha!” the entity cackled. “Satan rejoiced when 
I burned to enter Anna’s body in life, so he granted me 
mv wish when I died!” 

“You, her own father, could bring such a curse upon 
Anna?” 

“Sure. The little bitch threatened to tell her mother, 
the priest, everyone, what 1 was after her for, so I cursed 
her right to her face. It wasn’t hut a few hours later that 
the devils entered her body and caused her such grief 
that she would have liked to have killed herself! Her 
damn religious ma kept her from doing that! 

Then, to show contempt for the exorcist, a torrent of 
filth pushed forth from Anna's mouth. Father Riesinger 
was forced to change his robes four times that day. Af¬ 
ter one terrible vomiting session, the voice of Mina, the 
mistress of Jacob, came forward to admit that she, too, 
dwelled within the body of the tormented Anna. 

“Jacob cursed Iris daughter, but I murdered mine!” the 
female entity laughed. “Four of the little bastards I 
killed. Couldn’t have no kids slowing down my fun!" 

Father Riesinger had been in the throes of exorcism 
for twenty days now, a period which was without pre¬ 
cedent in the Roman Catholic Church. Although he was 
growing physically weak, he refused to slow his pace. He 
could sense that the demons, too, were losing strength; 
they had begun to plead not to be dispossessed. 

“I resolve to go ’round the clock now,” he whispered 
to Father Steiger. “I shall go from dawn to dawn without 
ceasing until either I have dropped from exhaustion or 
the devils have quit the body of the possessed!” 

For seventy-two hours without rest. Father Riesinger 
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pressed the exorcism. The entities began to cry and to 
plead for mercy. They agreed to quit Anna’s body, but 
they begged to be directed into another mortal dwelling. 
The exorcist was not about to enter into such a hellish 
bargain. With prayers for strength and guidance, he 
stepped up the pace. 

At last rhe devils had had enough. It was 9:00 P.M., 
September 23, 1928. Father Theophilus had sustained the 
rites of exorcism for twenty-three days! Anna stiffened 
upright in her bed, with only her heels touching the edge 
of the covers. The Sisters gasped. Was she about to 
spring for the ceiling? 

Father Theophilus motioned them to remain calm, 
and drew his large crucifix from his robe. ‘Til bide no 
trickery,” he warned the devils. ‘Til not want one of you 
going back on your word and remaining within tliis 
woman. As you leave, I want each of you to call out 
your name.” 

A terrible moan filled the room, a moan that came 
from many throats. Then: 

“Beelzebub!” 

“Judas!” 

“Jacob!” 

“Mina!” 

The entities had departed, and as if from a great dis¬ 
tance, the priests and nuns could hear the echoes of 
tormented wails chanting over and over again: “Hell! 
Beelzebub! Hell! Judas! Hell! Jacob! Hell! Mina! Hell 
. . . hell . . . hell . . 

On the bed, the woman lay freed of her bondage. The 
ordeal had been extremely hard on her, as well as on 
Father Riesinger, and her features were gaunt and hag¬ 
gard. Anna tried to form her lips into a smile. “God bless 
you, Father,” she said in a hoarse whisper. 
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“Oh, Father!” a nun cried. “That smell! That terrible 
vile odor! They’ve come back!” 

“Open the windows,” Father Theophilus said calmly. 
“That is just their parting shot. Air out the convent. Be 
assured; it is ended.” 

Anna went home to a new life, free for the first time 
since that terrible day when, as a fourtecn-year-old girl, 
she had been cursed by a “loathsomely unchaste” father. 
Had Anna truly been possessed by invading demons 
called from hell by her father’s perverted lust? Or had 
the psychological shock of being sexually mauled and 
cursed to her face by her own male parent caused a por¬ 
tion of her psyche to splinter off and grow like some ma¬ 
lignant spawn of evil until it had attained sufficient 
strength to cause her sexual and psychic torment for a 
period of twenty-three years? 

The Roman Catholic Church decreed the case to be 
an authentic instance of diabolic possession. The exor¬ 
cism which took place in Earling, Iowa, remains the only 
instance in which even a semi-detailed account of one 
has been released by the church body. On July 23, 1935, 
the Most Reverand Joseph F. Busch, Bishop of St. 
Cloud, Minnesota, placed the Imprimatur on a clerically 
approved summary of the case which had been prepared 
by the Rev. Celestine Kapsner, O.S.B., of St. John’s Ab¬ 
bey, Collcgeville, Minnesota. Father Kapsners account 
was based on an earlier record of the case by the Rev. 
Carl Bogl, who had written in German. 

What of the Capuchin, Father Theophilus Riesingcr? 
It is recorded that by 1935 he had performed nineteen 
successful exorcisms. It would appear that Satan remains 
terrifyingly potent in our twentieth century. 
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CHAPTER FIVE: Love Cults and 
Perverse Prophets 


In his provocative book. The Sacred Fire: The Story of 
Sex in Religio?i y B. Z. Goldberg writes that the man who 
leads a religious movement is generally a highly sexed 
individual. 

“He is the emotional type,” Goldberg says, “the kind 
of an individual who finds no satisfaction in his drab life 
and who seeks an escape through ecstasy.” 

No single human act is more closely associated with 
ecstatic emotions than sexual intercourse. According to 
Goldberg, the religious type is “engrossed in sex to a de¬ 
gree not met with in ordinary individuals.” 

Goldberg writes that the great religious leaders in his¬ 
tory have been concerned either with justifying their 
own sexual appetites or with seeking to uproot the sexual 
impulse in their followers. The religious leader may 
. . open the floodgates of sexuality for all, giving free 
vent to the emotions of man on the basis of sex, as did the 
founders of the Gnostic and other esoteric sects. They 
who follow the leaders in such religious revolts arc made 
of the same stuff. Theirs is the restless emotional spirit 
• . . the inner lack of satisfaction . . . the persistent 
pang of sex hunger never fully satisfied ... the over- 
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whelming desire to flee from the drudgery of life and to 
lose themselves in the boundless waves of ecstasy.” 

Goldberg sees the sect as an effort to return to the ori¬ 
gins of religion, an origin that was intimately involved 
with love and rhe sexual impulse. “The sect is ... a re¬ 
turn to the primitive state of sexuality in faith—sex, free, 
open, unashamed, and boundless, for the joy of man and 
the exaltation of his god.” 

In this chapter we shall examine the cults and the ca¬ 
reers of certain “love prophets,” who preached sex 
“free, open, unashamed, and boundless,” but, regrettably, 
had ultimate goals far more concerned with their own 
lust and financial betterment than in the exaltation of their 
god. 

The Living Flame 

“I have received a command from my mother, Nut. 
Isis, my wife-sister, has also spoken to me from the spaces 
of the Absolute. They speak of an island haven in the Sea 
of Cortez and say that we must journey there. We must 
take with us a white bull as a symbol.” 

And so Osiris Reincarnated spoke to his people. He 
told them that if they should remain in London, they 
would he destroyed by Set, rhe Egyptian devil-in-chief 
and his own half-brother, long since disowned by their 
wise mother. Nut. 

Osiris Reincarnated (Edvaard Admusson) was, quite 
naturally, looking after the welfare and preservation of 
his cult, The Living Flame. But quite unusually, he was 
not motivated by dissent from his own cult members. On 
the contrary, it was the husbands, wives, and other rela¬ 
tives who were causing him trouble. The good folk of 
London were beginning to realize that this was no ordi¬ 
nary church with which their loved ones were linked, 
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even though there might be landed gentry among the 
congregation. They were thinking that perhaps the 
courts should look into this prophet and see just what he 
preached. 

Osiris was one jump ahead of them. Before his detrac¬ 
tors could put any substance into their feelings, he had 
informed his faithful that he would lead an advance party 
to the island of San Marcos, located in the gulf of Lower 
California off the coast of Mexico, and thus pave the way 
for the rest of them to join them. His followers readily 
accepted his revelation from Mother Nut and were as 
eager to leave London as he. They knew that Osiris might 
get into deep trouble should he remain in London, and 
they certainly didn't want that. He had been their guid¬ 
ing light and had done things for them far outside the 
realm of any earthly healer. Besides, they were getting 
tired of London and all its bigotry. San Marcos would pro¬ 
vide just the delightful change of scenery to rejuvenate 
their faith and prolong their pleasures. 

Edvaard grew up in Waukegan, Illinois, the son of 
a traveling salesman and an amateur occultist. He learned 
much from his mother about the many mystical philoso¬ 
phies, and he also learned from her that many people are 
inclined to believe strange things. The mythos of the 
most obscure cults could have a very broad appeal if they 
were presented with imagination and zeal. 

During World War I. Edvaard enlisted in the Navy to 
avoid the draft, a move that could not have been better 
planned had he known the outcome. His duty took him 
to Alexandria, Egypt. Here he was to master Egyptian 
mythology and ancient religion, with emphasis on the 
myths of Isis and Osiris. To these ancient gods, worship¬ 
pers had brought gifts, rather than prayers, and that was 
what Edvaard wanted for his future—people to bring 
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him gifts! He studied these myths with a fervor that 
would surely have qualified him for a doctorate in Egyp¬ 
tian studies. 

When he had sufficiently structured his knowledge 
and the war had passed, Edvaard went to London to ply 
his newfound trade. London was, for one thing, the 
world center of cultist activity, but over and above that, 
the city suffered a tremendous man shortage due to the 
casualties of the war. Edvaard had a strong fancy for 
women and they were to be the primary targets of the 
cult of the Living Flame. 

To begin with, however, just any woman wouldn’t do. 
He needed a woman of means. So he remained inactive 
for a time until he happened to hear mention of Lord and 
Lady Blaykelocke. The titled couple, it seemed, had 
an affinity for cultic mysticism. When Edvaard learned 
that Lady Sabrina was bed-ridden with a chronic ill¬ 
ness, he saw a way into the family confidence and for¬ 
tune. 

He presented himself to Lord Eustace as Osiris Rein¬ 
carnated and claimed that he could heal his wife. Upon 
admittance to the Lady’s bedchambers, Edvaard intui¬ 
tively diagnosed her illness to be psychosomatic. With 
the end of the war, Lady vSabrina was suffering only from 
an affliction known as boredom; for, over the past several 
years, both she and her husband had been extremely ac¬ 
tive in the defense effort. 

The presence of Osiris Reincarnated was just what 
Lady Sabrina needed to come to life again. Without hesi¬ 
tation, she permitted a physical examination, and Edvaard 
immediately went to work on her. Drawing upon his 
libidinous horde of talents, he gave her the massage of her 
life. With her awakening there also blossomed the exist¬ 
ence of the Living Flame. Osiris incorporated the Lord 
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and Lady, and a substantial amount of their money, into 
the cult, then developed the credo by which they should 
guide their lives. 

“Religion,” said Osiris, “is easy to understand. Be good; 
that is all there is to it. In sex, never be vulgar, just effi¬ 
cient. In true love between humans, there can be no fric¬ 
tion and no jealousies. The first riling to learn is that love 

is the key to the divine rationalization of sex. . . . Be- 
* 

tween lovers the sexual relationsliip is the highest expres¬ 
sion of love. . . . there is no place for prudery in pas¬ 
sions that spring from love. . . . Society has erred 
blindly in its suppression of sex by mock morality. Sup¬ 
pression is the most powerful stimulant for the arousing 
of the vulgar instincts. . . .” 

Free, uninhibited sex! Appealing it was, and not only 
to the lesser members of the cult. Osiris, too, had more 
than a nibbler's appetite for flesh, and was constantly in 
the company of one of his more attractive disciples. But 
in spirit, anyway, he gave as much as he received. He took 
a direct personal interest in his clients, encouraged them 
to develop themselves as women as well as love objects, 
and kept the cult small enough so that he never lost track 
of their progress. 

One of his more devoted followers was Phyllis Rams- 
ford. Although not a beautiful girl, she was vivacious and 
possessed a magnificent body, which had immediately 
attracted Edvaard’s roving eye. A girl so well-endowed, 
he thought, would make a superb Living Flame. 

Miss Rainsford had atteneded one of the meetings at 
the Blaykelocke home. Perhaps she had been in search of 
spiritual fulfillment, or perhaps she was just looking for 
companionship and release. The post-war male popula¬ 
tion was at a low ebb. Whatever the motivation, she saw 
what she wanted in Edvaard, and he was strongly at- 
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tracted to her. There is little doubt that the initial adhe¬ 
sive between the two was physical, rather than spiritual. 

Edvaard learned that Phvllis had a secret desire to be a 

* 

dancer, a notable profession for such a fine body, so he 
encouraged her. Soon she became an accomplished art¬ 
ist, and it was not long before she headed up the Virgin 
Corps, the naked chorus line that Edward used so often 
in his ceremonies. 

Throughout her association with The Living Flame, 
in England and then again in Mexico, Phyllis always re¬ 
mained Edvaard’s favorite, though not his exclusively. 
In the cult no one had sole rights to any other member. 
It was share and sample and cohabit as one chose. The 
cult was like one great, homogenous mass of sexual con¬ 
tentment. 

It may well have been this private paradise of passion 
that led to the Living Flame’s hastened departure from 
English shores. Their meetings were not all that hard to 
get into, and, had an irate relative managed to slip in to 
check on one of the family, he might well have received 
the shock of his life. 

The scene before him would have appeared much like 
a pageant depicting a tableau of antiquity, except that 
few of the supporting actors and actresses wore any cloth¬ 
ing. The principal patrons. Lord Eustace and Lady 
vSabrina, occupied a place of honor in the setting. Nude 
dancers would go through a preliminary ritual, and then 
Osiris himself would come forward to address the group. 
Clad only in tight-fitting breeches and a cloak dotted 
with mystical symbols, Osiris would stand before them, 
his body glistening from its anointment in perfumed olive 
oil, his very presence emitting an aura of sexual desire. 

He would raise his hands and speak to his devout fol- 
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lowers. “The power of love has no equal. Be not in¬ 
hibited, for in love lies the salvation of us all.” 

Osiris would next begin a series of chants, and there 
would be more dancing, with everyone talcing part. As 
the fervor of the party grew, the music would increase* 
in tempo, and the incantations would become more de¬ 
lirious, until it appeared that everyone in the manor was 
under the sped of Eros.. 

Those who still wore clothing would tear the restrict¬ 
ing garments from their bodies. Those already naked 
would exhibit the power of love, which turned up their 
private “living flames.” Women would roll about on the 
floor, as though trying to cast off demons; yet at the same 
time, they would reach for the decorative phallic sym¬ 
bols and try to summon a few demons of their own. One 
by one, Osiris, Lord Eustace, and the other males would 
choose their bride of die night and disappear into one of 
the adjoining rooms. 

And so the party would go, and such was the substance 
of The Living Flame—in London as well as the little 
island of San Marcos. The rimal acquired new ingredi¬ 
ents with the move, for in San Marcos the culrists were 
able to express greater creativity: they introduced live 
animals into their ceremonies. 

In its new home, the cult prospered. The members 
dabbled in agriculture, artistry, and games, and The Liv¬ 
ing Flame began to function as a well-knit group. Family 
living was non-existent. Everyone was shared by every¬ 
one and no one belonged to anyone in particular. They 
had conquered the problems of living intimately with a 
minimum of friction. It seemed to be a nearly utopian 
society. 

The downfall of The Living Flame was political, but 
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it did not come of dissent from within. Over the years, 
Osiris had permitted four wealthy Mexicans to take up 
residence on San Marcos. What he did not know was that 
these men were only feigning interest in his religion. 
They had come to the island retreat to escape being shot. 

The men, as it later came to light, were high members 
of Mexican General Obregon’s party, out of power for 
the moment; as was the custom for such “unemployed,” 
they were fleeing for their lives. 

President Calles, on the other hand, was firmly in 
power, and he was a severe man of strong political con¬ 
victions. lie got wind that two of General Obregon’s 
men were hiding out on San Marcos, and he delivered an 
ultimatum to Osiris. “Either turn these two men over to 
the government or get out of the country.” 

Edvaard knew what he had to do. A quiet arrange¬ 
ment was worked out, and mysteriously, the two men 
made a trip to the mainland and were never heard of 
again. 

This bargain might have well served its purpose had 
there been any sort of insurance that Calles would remain 
in power. But, inevitably, Calles was ousted; General 
Obrcgon became president, and he had a bitter memory 
of a cultist who had betrayed two of his most trusted 
officials. Things were getting hot for Edvaard. He knew 
that the Living Flame could not exist in an area where 
the political machinery was oiled by volatile passions. 

“I must go seek a new place for us,” he told Lady Sa¬ 
brina on the eve of his departure. “You arc the only one 
I shall tell for fear of distrubing the tranquility of the 
rest.” 

The Lady understood and sent Osiris on his way with 
a tidy sum of money from the Flame treasury. Edvaard 
also took along his own personal fortune, and later, even 
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the most faithful wondered whether or not he had ever 
really planned to return. 

In New York Edvaard bought a yacht, manned it with 
a beautiful chorus girl and a crew of new converts, and 
headed back toward the little island in the suu. The craft 
was to be the “Noah’s Ark” that would take his people 
to their new home. 

But as he neared San Marcos, the cultdst was somehow 
warned that the Obrcgon government was looking for 
him once again, this time on the charge of taking Mexi¬ 
can gold out of the country. Edvaard gave orders to head 
the yacht in the other direction, and he sailed away with 
his chorus girl and the rest of the money that he had taken 
from the cult’s treasury. 

r 

No more was ever heard of Edvaard Admusson—Osiris 
Reincarnated. It is believed that he died in Switzerland 
after living an exceedingly full life. In any event, one 
may be assured that he did not spend the remainder of his 
days alone. 

God in a Station Wagon 

Krishna Vcnta strode bodly out into the foyer to meet 
his two accusers. “You are instruments of the devil!” he 
bellowed. “You, Muller, and you, Kamenoff! You were 
sent to disrupt our organization and sway us from the 
path of righteousness. You deserve to die” 

“And you,” said Muller, “are going to die!” With this 
pronouncement he produced a neatly tied bundle of 
dynamite, its fuse and cap already intact. 

“You can't kill me,” continued the fanatic. “I am Christ 
himself!” 

“A Christ that takes our money and our wives!” 
shouted Kamenoff. He had had enough of this sclf- 
ordained, sclf-rcsurrected messiah. He flicked his ciga- 
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recte lighter and held its flame to the fuse on the bundle 
that his friend held. 

Krishna refused to believe what was actually happen¬ 
ing. “But I have Providence to protect me,’* he persisted. 
“Surely you realize that! 1 cannot die!” 

.Muller held the explosive for one decisive moment, 
thinking perhaps that they were wrong and that this 
man was indeed the Christ. But any misgivings were 
blotted out forever when the dynamite went off. The 
two-story administration building of the Fountain of the 
World cult was disintegrated, and along with it, Krishna 
Venta, his two assassins, and seven other members of the 
cult. 

What prompted these men to commit such an atrocity 
on their religious mentor? As is so often the case with so 
many cult leaders, Krishna Venta had failed in his deal¬ 
ings with his own subjects. Greed and promiscuity had 
captivated him and made him heedless of personal danger. 
Tragically, he had come to believe that he was truly 
what he proclaimed, and just as invincible. 

Krishna Venta, as the new incarnation of Christ, gave 
birth to himself in the early ’50s after long, arduous trou¬ 
ble with the law and failure in other endeavors. He was 
from Francis Pencovic and under that name studied the¬ 
ology. He then metamorphosed himself into Krishna 
Venta and ordained a priesthood composed of donors 
to the cause of the Fountain of the World, refusing ad¬ 
mittance only to those who did not come bearing gifts. 
The prettiest women, however, could enter by virtue of 
their physical attributes. 

A non-profit corporation was formed in California 
with Krishna as president. Under him were twelve apos¬ 
tles. All applicants were technically required to bequeath 
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to the organization all earthly wealth they possessed—a 
sort of salvation credit plan. 

From the beginning, Krishna was determined not to 
be run out of the state by the authorities. He set about 

J 

forming good public relations, training his followers in 
disaster aid and other socially helpful fields. Of most 
worthy note was their skill as firefighters. Timber fires 
in this area of California were a menace, and, when one 
would be reported, Krishna, at the command of his bri¬ 
gade, would speed to the scene in his station wagon, there 
to supervise the construction of firebreaks and trenches 
to combat the blaze. 

But what probably caused Krishna Venta’s downfall 
was his penchant for racing to the fires with a young, 
beautiful, female disciple. His was a collegian’s dream. 
He had the backend of his station wagon outfitted with 
a mattress arid all the other necessities of love, and when¬ 
ever there would come a break in the fire fighting, he 
would steal away to “restore his blood circu]ation.’ , 

Krishna Venta’s doctrine for the cult allowed its mem¬ 
bers the unrestrained use of tobacco or alcohol, but or¬ 
dered a tight rein on their sexual desires. Not that Krishna 
was against sex; he simply wanted to keep the cult from 
the unfavorable scrutiny of the public eye and thus pro¬ 
tect his going concern. 

Most of rhe true believers went along with the rules 
and got married before they engaged in any serious 
sexual intercourse. Krishna, however, was allowed to 
make passes at whichever woman he chose. Under various 
subterfuges, some religious and some therapeutic,' he 
wiled into bed a host of mistresses. 

His image as a savior began to wilt. He went to Las 
Vegas and lost a great deal of money at the crap tables, 
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chiming that he had done so only to see how the sinners 
lived. He went to London on a missionary tour and lived 
as extravagantly as a visiting rajah. Back home in Box 
Canyon he ate nothing but the finest foods, while his 
disciples were left to scrounge for themselves. 

It is no wonder, then, that his annoyed followers began 
to question the validity of his messiahship. 

The straw that broke the faithful’s back was Krishna’s 
unscrupulous use of women for liis own pleasures. Muller 
and Kamenoff had learned that both their wives had been 
party to his private orgies in the back of the infamous 
station wagon. Tliis knowledge had been more than they 
could endure, and it was the catalytic element that took 
them to the door of the cult’s administration building that 
fateful day. On December 10, 1958, Krishna Venta em¬ 
barked on a one-way trip to Kingdom Come. 


Who Will Bear the Son of God? 

With great stress and difficulty, Daisy Pollex Adams 
slowly unraveled her testimony in front of the English 
court. “I was sent to London by my parents to live with 
those two!” she said, casting a contemptuous glance at 
the co-defendants. “They were to see to ray proper re¬ 
ligious and worldly education. I was to receive the 
enlightenment of Theocratic Unity and learn typewriting 
and shorthand. Instead they . ■ . they’re the most evil 
people I have ever known!” 

The defendants remained quite composed in their 
scats, occasionally firing a question in cross-examination. 
They’ were confident that they could defeat the case 
against them. 

Man and wife, their real names were Frank Dutton Jack- 
son and Editha Loleta Jackson, better known as the 
Swami and Theo Horos. The Swami had grown to be a 
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fat, grotesque, beastly looking thing, who usually adorned 
herself in white satin robes of Grecian design. Her hus¬ 
band, on the contrary, was very thin and spindly and 
not so flamboyant in his dress. A greater physical con¬ 
trast in man and wife was hardly possible. Morally, how¬ 
ever, they were as similar as cartridges in the chambers 
of a revolver. 

Theo and Swami had achieved notoriety throughout 
most of the civilized world and had been pursued by as 
many law enforcement agencies as countries they had 
visited. Their escapades had carried them across three con¬ 
tinents and their victims numbered into the hundreds— 
perhaps thousands. 

The name of their game was confidence, their particu¬ 
lar suit religion. They were culrists, and, as money was 
not enough to satisfy their greed, they were also given 
to practicing whatever sexual perversions struck their 
fancy. It was these acts of carnal violation that came to 
light during their hearing in October of 1901 and sent 
them away for long sentences of penal servitude. 

Originally, on September 26th of that year, they had 
been brought before the magistrate at Marylebone Police 
court on charges of cheating and defrauding one Vera 
Croysdale of several articles of jewelry. Miss Croysdale 
had joined their religious order and had fallen completely 
under the domination of Theo and the Swami, who was, 
at the rime, posing as her husband’s mother. Vera, an 
absolute convert, had given herself sexually to Theo with¬ 
out question. Thco’s rime-tested seduction play was to 
convince the female victim to submit to him with the 
understanding that she should become the mother of 
God. 

Whether or not Vera Croysdale had any designs on 
becoming the mother of God could only be answered by 
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her. But it must have been a comfortable and enjoyable 
relationship. Some of the letters she wrote to the pair 
proved without a doubt her love and infatuation for 
Theo. 

But infringement of honor was not Vera Croysdale’s 
charge. It was when she lost her jewelry and other items 
of value and later saw the same pieces in the window of a 
pawn shop that she decided the work of God had taken 
on slightly more earthly interest. She confronted Theo 
with her evidence, but lie tried to pass it off, saying, 
‘‘Those were gifts laid on the altar of God.” 

Vera then went to the police and made her complaint. 
Swarni and Theor tried to move to a safer place, but were 
unsuccessful, and, on September 26, 1901, they were 
brought before magistrate Curds Bennett to answer the 
charges made by Miss Croysdale. 

During the ensuing investigation, more of the unholy 
pair's victims dropped their mantles of pride and came 
forth with talcs of woe, the most significant being that of 
one Daisy Adams, a sweet girl of sixteen who claimed 
that Theo had not only raped her, but had done so under 
the most revolting of circumstances. 

She told the court of her journey to London with the 
accused and of her initiation into the sacred mysteries of 
the Theocratic sect. 

“Theo explained to me the obligations of his re¬ 
ligion,” Daisy continued, “and then he told me that he 
was the son of God. He said that the Mother Spirit 
had visited him and had declared rhat I was to be his wife. 

“I asked him if the Mother Spirit would visit me, too, 
and he replied that she would when I had given up the 
world and had got to the life which he would teach me; 
but he said that 1 must be obedient to all of his orders and 
do everything that he told me. 
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“He was so convincing and so sincere that I just 
couldn’t help myself. I thought that he was very close to 
something like Christ himself. 

“He took me to bed with him and said that by giving 
him my body I would bring forth the birth of the 
Motherhood of God. But she . . . she was there!” The 
girl paused a moment to point a shaking finger at the fat, 
disheveled hulk of Svvaini. 

“I just knew that that couldn’t be the bed of Christ, 
and I wanted to get up and leave, but she grabbed me 
and stopped me. She told me how much Theo really 
loved me and how, next to the Spirit Mother, I was really 
dear to his heart. But I didn’t believe them anv more and 
I wanted to get out of there. I struggled, but she pinned 
my arms and held me down. I honestly couldn’t move!” 

There was a slight murmur as the court glanced at the 
Swami and weighed the restraining merits of her fleshy 
bulk. 

The girl flushed a little, but found enough composure 
to continue. “That was when he . . . did it.” She said it 
very quickly, as though she were ashamed that she could 
think of no other terminology for the act. 

Thco and Swami were brought to trial on the rape 
charge, the most serious of the indictments. In an at¬ 
tempt to conduct their own defense, the Swami did their 
case more harm than good. Making sarcastic interjec¬ 
tions and rambling on with sentences so long that often 
her thought was either lost or confused, she attempted to 
make a mockery of the trial, the witnesses, the court offi¬ 
cials, and the gallery of spectators. She and Thco were 
so inept in their closing remarks that it only took the jury 
five minutes to return a guilty decree against both of 
them. 
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The Priest Who Rode Noah's Ark 
There was an expression of urgency on the face of 
Father Josef Stocker as he stepped up co address the 
emergency meeting of his parish. “Sister Stella has had a 
vision from heaven,” he told them. "The message says 
that there is going to be another great flood and that we 
must build an ark in order to be saved." _ 

Father Stocker's words bit hard into the hearts of his 
devout parishioners, but they rose boldly to meet the 
challenge. After all, if Sister Stella had said so, it must be 
true. Was she not the one who was able to communicate 
directly with Christ? 

Father Stocker had met Sister Stella at a religious con¬ 
ference. The Catholic nun, at the time, had been credited 
with having had several visions during wliich she received 
advice from the Holy Mother. Father Stocker saw in her 
a latent talent that might one day he put to use for his 
benefit, so he persuaded his superiors to allow the good 
Sister to visit in his area, rhe town of Singcn, Germany. 
Once there, he saw to her lodging in the fine house of his 
secret mistress, one Maria-Magdalena Kohler. 

Father Stocker immediately let word seep to his con¬ 
gregation of the extraordinary communicative powers of 
the nun, thus laying the basic groundwork for the con¬ 
fidence job he was about to pull on them. When the 
townspeople had been sufficiently primed, he called them 
into an emergency session and revealed the startling news 
—an ark must be built. 

Under the guidance of Father Stocker, the Noah’s Ark 
Society was formed, and the devout believers began pour¬ 
ing in contributions. Father Stocker, as creator and head 
of the Society, was to undertake the actual building of the 
ark and, for this endeavor, much money would be 
needed. 
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Quire naturally, his superiors in the Church got wind 
of what was going on, and they sent representatives to 
investigate. When they discovered that the questionable 
priest was not only living with the aforementioned Maria 
Kohler, but had also given her two children, they im¬ 
mediately brought punitive action upon the priest. Such 
conduct could not be tolerated. Father Stocker was de¬ 
frocked and given his expulsion. 

But these actions by the Church were not enough to 
sway the local citizens of Singen from their firm belief 
that the end of the world was at hand. They continued to 
contribute and Stocker continued to collect. To add to 
the mystery, he told them that the ark was being built 
in the strictest secrecy and that only he knew where it 
was. 

After a year went by, there srill was no flood, hut 
Stocker had too much of a good thing going to let a 
little thing like a dry spell stop him. He merely prolonged 
things by stating that Sister Stella had been in contact 
with Heaven again and rhat the great flood had been post¬ 
poned until 19>8. 

“It was a decision of mercy,” he assured them. “For as 
yet we have not stocked the ark with food and supplies. 
We must have more money!” 

And more money came. Some of the more devout sold 
every tiling they had and turned all of the money over to 
Stocker for a berth on the boat. 

There were a few townspeople who did not believe in 
what Stocker was doing. Investigating, they found that 
Stocker had been spending the money on luxuries, fur¬ 
nishing the house in which he and Maria Kohler lived 
and buying a seven-thousand-dollar Mercedes. They also 
learned that the rest of the money was in Stocker’s per¬ 
sonal bank account. 

It was also discovered that Sister Stella was being held 
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in the Kohler house against her will, and that bit of in¬ 
telligence finally swayed Stocker’s true believers. At first 
opportunity they kidnaped the Sister and took her to a 
convent near Augsburg. When her welfare had been as¬ 
sured, they obtained the aid of a Catholic priest and 
undertook legal action against Stocker and Maria Kohler. 
But when German police arrived to arrest the two, they 
found them gone. Gone also was the new Mercedes and 
the balance of Stocker’s bank account. 

Nothing more was heard of Stocker until twelve years 
later when he was picked up and charged, along with a 
host of other people, in the sex-cult slaying of a 17-ycar- 
old girl. 

It seems that, while hiding from the police, Stocker 
had founded a flagellant cult, the Family Society for 
Peace. In his new organization Stocker’s interest changed 
from monetary considerations to a kind of barbaric sad¬ 
ism. And it was this twisted mode of sexual release that 
had brought about the death of Bernadette Hasler. 

The girl was the daughter of an old crony of 
Stocker’s, Josef Hasler, a man he had formerly installed 
as the president of the Noahs Ark Society. Hasler had 
often thought his daughter to be obsessed -with lust and 
worldliness, traits commonly diagnosed as demon pos¬ 
session, so he took Bernadette along with him to one of 
the cult meetings in April of 1966. It was the cult s sworn 
duty to drive influencing demons from sinful bodies. 

Stocker was at that meeting with Maria Kohler. Me¬ 
thodically, as was directed by the rites of their ceremonies, 
Stocker directed the flogging of the girl in an effort to 
drive evil from her. The exorcism was inconclusive. 
Whether or not any demons were driven out, Bernadette’s 
life could not stand up to the terrible punishment of the 
ritual. The teenager would never have another licentious 
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thought. The next morning her family found her cold 
in her bed. 

A comprehensive investigation followed and all who 
were connected with the death of the girl were brought 
to trial. This can be of little recompense to the dead girl. 

The Women Went Wild Over Joshua 

The young farm girl stood rinsing herself, her lithe 
young body glistening in the periphery of the lantern 
light. Unaware of the eyes that devoured her, she raised 
her arms and moaned softly, squeezing the washcloth and 
letting the soothing warm water trickle down across her 
full breasts. 

The man outside, peering through the crack in the 
bam wall, the Reverand Franz Creffield, could stand the 
performance no longer. He had been contemplating this 
morsel for some time. Women were scarce and this one 
was truly exceptional. She was the prettiest thing in 
twenty miles. 

Slowly he pushed open the door, careful not to alarm 
her with any sudden movement. As he emerged from the 
darkness, rhe young girl instinctively threw an arm across 
her breasts and did her best to cover her flowering vir¬ 
ginity with the worn cloth. As soon as she discerned who 
it was and heard the soft vibrations of his voice, her alarm 
subsided. Mentally, she had been intimate with this 
man on many occasions. 

Fear not, Fisa,” he assured her. ”1 come with the love 
of God, not the lust of man.” 

The girl nodded. 

‘‘Ir is no sin to go naked. Was it not so with Adam and 
Eve?” 

Elsa completely relaxed her arms, allowing him full 
view of her most intimate parts. 
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“It is the will of God,” he said. Tm no longer Franz 
Creffield, but Joshua II. The Lord has sent me on a mission 
for which I need the devoured of virgins.” 

' “Say no more, my dear Joshua,” Elsa said, breathing 
heavily. “I’m yours . . . take me . . . for Him.” 

The girl’s head was spinning in ethereal bliss. What 
could be more holy than to submit to a prophet of the 
Lord by His command? 

The minister picked her up out of the tub and lay her 
down gently in the hay. There, driven with the insur¬ 
mountable fury of fire and brimstone, he plucked at her 
maidenhood and made her the first in an almost endless 
line of conquests for righteousness. 

It is believed of the man Crefficld that he was bom in 
Germany and came to America at a very young age. His 
father continually administered brutal punishment on him 
and there was seldom enough about the house to quell a 
growing boy’s hunger. In fact, had his mother not finally 
started taking him to church, he might well have become 
a social introvert. Church was the first group activity 
in which the Cretfields had ever participated and it gave 
Franz his first insight into the world of religion. 

Young Franz saw that the business of being a wander¬ 
ing preacher was not only profitable from the stand¬ 
point of money, but of food as well. When the itinerant 
clergyman would come to dinner, the farmwives seemed 
to go into a state of ecstasy, drinking in the very essence 
of everything he said, adorning themselves in their very 
best dresses, and setting a table the likes of which their 
husbands had never seen. 

With regularity that could only be termed devout, 
Franz attended the sermons every Sunday 3nd Wednes¬ 
day. Studying the various attitudes and styles of presen¬ 
tation, he also began working hard to memorize passages 
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from the scriptures. He gained steadily in fluency. His 
chance came one day when a traveling minister failed to 
appear. Franz stepped into the pulpit and delivered the 
sermon. From that Sunday on there was no question 
as to his calling. He became a heil-flre preacher of the 
gospel. 

Until he had released his superlative oratory on the 
spellbound congregation, his sexual urges had remained 
repressed. But as his inhibitions dwindled and he increased 
his education, the feeling of urgency in his crotch be¬ 
came paramount. It was this drive, then, that had brought 
him to Elsa that night as she stood bathing in the bam. A 
short time after their contortions, they were married by 
a traveling evangelist. 

Franz was a spellbinder, a raving prophet who could 
look at his congregation through fiery eyes and produce 
a form of mass hypnosis. He was to go far in the preach¬ 
ing business. But another ralent had flowered, and as his 
wife began to lose weight and waste away, it became ap¬ 
parent to those wise in the way of a man with a woman 
that Franz had an insatiable hunger for sex. 

This urgency began to find its way into his weekday 
sermonertes. It was learned that, while the husbands were 
away in the fields, Franz was preaching in the nude and 
insisting that his listeners be similarly unfettered. 

“God brings all children into the world undressed,” 
said Joshua. (Fanaticism had finally overtaken him to the 
point where he truly believed that lie was the prophet.) 
“It was that way with Adam and Eve, and there is no 
record of liim changing his mind. Therefore, clothing 
is evil and must be done away with.” 

Thus Joshua got his female listeners to go naked. At 
least during the special prayer meetings held weekdays. 
For the regular services on Sunday and Wednesday night, 
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the women turned out in full regalia. They had to. That 
was when the menfolk attended. 

Nakedness became Joshua’s trademark and contribu¬ 
tion to theology. The womenfolk, whose lives had pre¬ 
viously been so sheltered, thrilled to liis performances. 
He brought them new enlightenment: sex was not 
necessarily sinful, the human body was good because 
God had made it that way, and it was actually a sin to 
cover it with the ugly worldliness of clothing. 

When at last the men got word of what their preacher 
was feeding their women, they ran him out of the com¬ 
munity. They abducted him one night, took him out into 
the woods, stripped away all of his “ugly” clothing, 
and beat him until he was unconscious. 

Twelve years later, in 1904, the handsome, virile 
prophet of'nudism appeared in the town of Corvallis, 
Oregon, and started the Church of the Bride of Christ. 
The local citizens were unimpressed. They were hard¬ 
ened to the continuous stream of evangelists and ranting 
prophets. Another preacher, another church; it was all 
the same to them. 

But before long it was apparent Joshua’s was no run-of- 
the-mill prayer "house. Joshua told his congregation’s 
women that God had ordered a bride for Christ and that 
she would be instrumental in his second coming. God 
had commissioned him to find a woman worthy of bear¬ 
ing the savior and see that the conception took place. 

In order to find a womb that would.make a noble en¬ 
shrinement for the birth of a Messiah, Joshua had to test 
them personally. And because the conception was to take 
place within a virgin, Joshua issued another dictum that 
opened the field even wider; he said that once a woman 
had been sanctified in union with him she remained a 
virgin in the sight of the Lord. 
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Within no time at all, Joshua was laying his staff to a 
flock of eager “virgins." But he soon found himself faced 
with a problem. The small homes and meeting halls were 
not big enough to accommodate every woman who 
wanted to audition for the role of Christ'*s bride. Joshua’s 
only recourse was to take to the wilderness. Soon he was 
leading candidates off to the forest elades along the 
Willamette River, where they could roll uninhibited in 
the grass. Ail seemed to he going quite well for the ex¬ 
traordinary man of God. 

Then, on one fine sunny afternoon, while he and his 
female entourage were merrily lolling about in the plush 
vegetation, an enterprising young photographer stumbled 
upon the scene. What he saw nearly fogged over his 
camera lens. Not about to lose such a remarkable oppor¬ 
tunity, the young man shot a few frames of the pastoral 
orgy an natural, then scampered off to town. It was not 
long before prints were being shown up and down the 
streets. The men of Corvallis who recognized their 
wives, and, in some cases their daughters, became thor- 
oughly enraged. That preacher was dangerous! 

Immediate chastisement filled the air. As the women 
straggled back to town one by one, they were met by 
their men and treated as the latter saw fit. Some of the 
girls were sent to detention centers, some to asylums, and 
some were just taken home and beaten severely. 

As for Josh, he was once again marched out into the 
woods, given a sound thrashing, and tarred and feathered. 

But this was not enough to discourage Joshua or make 
him leave town. Not all of the followers who loved him 
had been sent away, and he continued to hold classes and 
instruction. One housewife in particular had been drawn 
to Joshua, largely because of his martyrdom. One after¬ 
noon he walked her home for a session of private tutor- 
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ing. Another mistake. For some reason or other, the 
woman's husband came home sooner than expected. 

“What in hell’s the meaning of this!” he bellowed, find¬ 
ing the two of them in a very compromising embrace, 
but Joshua was already on his way out the back door. 

At last the citizens had a witness who would testify 
against the oversexed fanatic. It took them almost two 
weeks to find Joshua, bur when they did, he was swiftly 
brought to trial and sentenced to two years in the Oregon 
State Penitentiary. 

Upon his release, Joshua wrote a letter to a nineteen- 
year-old member of his former congregation in Corvallis 
and asked her to meet him at a new sanctuary. The girls 
name was Esther, and she readily agreed to the rendez¬ 
vous. But Esther’s brother. George, did not take too 
kindly to his sister’s answering the prophet’s call to his 
amis. 

George went after Joshua and finally caught up with 
him in Seattle. The protective brother stole quietly up 
behind the prophet, stuck a pistol behind his ear, and 
pulled the trigger. Joshua died instantly. 

At the ensuing trial, George was acquitted. Nearly the 
entire male population of Corvallis had turned out to test¬ 
ify in his behalf. After hearing all of the evidence, the 
judge made a ruling of justifiable homicide and closed 
the case. The tragedy, however, does not end here. There 
is one more dramatic event to be attributed to the per¬ 
verted Creffield. 

After the trial, as George walked through the train 
station to board the locomotive that would take him back 
to Corvallis, his sister slipped up behind him and did to 
him as he had done to Joshua. Poetic justice? Perhaps, 
but one more human life had been ruined by the ministry 
of a sex-mad shaman of the pulpit. 
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CHAPTER SIX: The Terrible Hungers 
of Real-Life Vampires, Werewolves, 
and Ghouls 


Sometimes one hears it said that hell and the devil are but 
projections of one side of the human psyche. Without 
attempting to determine the truth or error of such a con¬ 
jecture, it would appear that the imagination is indeed, as 
Shakespeare said, capable of “seeing more devils than hell 
can hold.” 

There are, however, some things which defy even the 
most lurid imagination. "When otherwise representative 
specimens of humanity develop a thirst for human blood 
and/or flesh, and others rob graves in order to satisfy their 
sexual hungers, it is enough to make even the most jaded 
cast about for an explanation. 

Man has not always had modem psychiatry to explain 
such peculiar and incomprehensible behavior in terms 
of sadism and sexual perversion. In times past, evil spirits 
got the blame. This was only logical, for were not super¬ 
natural emissaries of evil responsible for such cataclysms 
as lightning and thunder, earthquakes, fires, sickness, and 
warts on the nose? 

It was easy enough to lay the blame for a bloodless, 
mutilated corpse on wild animals. But when, immediately 
after such a discovery, a man would be found wandering 
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in a daze with fresh blood on his beard or fragments of 
human flesh sticking to his clothing, some other ex¬ 
planation was needed. 

Clearly, early man reasoned, it must be the work of 
devils. Men simply did not do such things of their own 
volition. Those who did were most certainly possessed. 
Since those possessed behaved like wild animals, it fol¬ 
lowed that the demon-men must somehow take the form 
of wild animals. Belief in the transformation of men into 
carnivorous animals, or lycanthropy, led to the formation 
of the legends of the vampire, the werewolf, and the 

Vampirism is recognized today as a condition of deep 
psychosis in which one believes that his or her life can be 
sustained only by fresh blood obtained from human vic¬ 
tims. There is also a form of sexual perversion in which 
the deviate is aroused by the thought of drinking or suck¬ 
ing human blood. In order to achieve sexual satisfaction^ 
the deviate must somehow' satisfy his terrible thirst. 
Those having a knowledge of sexual symbolism will 
readily discover a wealth of such conversions in the vam- 

According to legend, a vampire was the restless soul 
of a dead person, which needed regular draughts of hu¬ 
man blood to sustain its existence. It was believed that 
the vampire did its hunting in the form of a huge bat, 
a form that it could assume at will. The vampire would 
leave its place of burial at night to suck the blood of liv¬ 
ing persons and had to return to its grave before day¬ 
break. 

It was further believed that a person who met death 
at the hands (or fangs, more properly) of such a creature 
also became a vampire. In some regions it was thought 
that a vampire was the soul of an excommunicate, kept 
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alive by the devil for his own purposes. Vampires were 
reputed to favor their relatives and friends as victims, 
especially those who were young and healthy. 

If young and healthy victims are considered choice 
fare for vampires, then Hungary’s Countess Elizabeth 
Bathory must be termed discriminating. Over six hun¬ 
dred girls and young women were drained of their lives 
in order to appease the beautiful but perverted noble¬ 
woman’s strange lusts. 

Except for her zest for the taste of blood, the ravishing 
vampire of Casrle Czejthe bore little resemblance to the 
traditional image of her breed. The countess’ sensual 
body could hardly be likened to the withered cadavers 
that by night forsook their coffins to steal the lifeblood 
of others. Elizabeth’s lusty blood was very much her own. 

Kings and cardinals, bishops and judges were proud 
to call themselves Bathory, as were princes and warriors. 
Gyorgy Thurzo, prime minister of Hungary, was Eliza¬ 
beth's cousin. 

On New Year’s Eve of the year 1610, Prime Minister 
Thurzo, the governor of the Nvitra Province, and the 
village priest, along with a detachment of soldiers and 
police, stealthily climbed the bleak hill to Castle Csejthe. 
The night was cold, and the members of the company 
shivered as the black sky showered cold rain on them. 
But not all of the chill could be attributed to weather. 

As Count Thurzo stood by the castle’s huge, vault-like 
doors, waiting for the others to join him, he thought of 
the day, just a little over a week ago, when King Mattias 
had summoned him. 

“Thurzo,” the king had begun in serious tones, “Isn’t 
the Countess Nadasdy of Csejthe a kinswoman of yours?” 

The prime minister had paled. So it’s come at last, he 
thought, then answered, “Yes, your majesty. A cousin.” 
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u I’ve been hearing strange and terrible things about the 
countess,” said the King. “The village priest says that the 
villagers are afraid she is a vampire, and they want some¬ 
thing done. Do you know anything about it?” 

Count Thurzo knew. He had heard many stories of 
the mysterious disappearances of a number of children 
and young women from Csejthc, and of travelers who 
had never been heard of after they had reached the vil¬ 
lage. He had heard, too, of the midnight sorties of Castle 
Cscjthc’s emblemed coach into the village, which had 
caused the terrified peasants to lock and bolt their doors, 
lie had remembered one trembling peasant who had 
come to him with a report of screams of agony and the 
sweet stench of burning human flesh that sometimes 
drifted down from the castle into the village when the 
wind was right. 

“I’ve heard a few wild talcs, your majesty. But I’m sure 
there is an explana—” 

King Mattias cut him off. 

“I’m not so sure the stories are wild, Thurzo. Those 
people are frightened, and badly. I order you to take 
whatever men you need and personally see what’s going 
on in that castle!” 

“Yes, your majesty.” 

The wind wailed through the battlement of Castle 
Csejthe, startling the prime minister back to the present. 
By this time the raiding party had assembled. Testing the 
castle’s door and finding it ajar, Count Thurzo walked 
straight in, closely followed by his men. The sight that 
greeted them caused Thurzo’s hand-picked professionals 
to shudder. 

The village priest fell to his knees and crossed himself. 
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In the center of the great hall lay the chalk-white corpse 
of a young girl with a jagged cut in its throat, obviously 
drained of every drop of blood. A short distance away 
sprawled another girl, whose nude form looked as if it 
had been used as a cushion for giant pins. Although she, 
too, had been drained of a large amount of blood, this 
one was still alive and gasping. 

Two seasoned policemen turned away in horror from 
the next spectacle. Chained to a pillar at one end of the 
hall was the charred corpse of yet another of the vam¬ 
pire’s victims. This one had been set afire before being 
bled dry. Her death had obviously been a mercy. 

i‘Your Excellency, look here!” cried the prime min¬ 
ister’s sergeant. 

The raiders hastened down the dark stairway to the 
dungeon area. Horror gave way to rage when they dis¬ 
covered dozens of girls and young women penned up like 
cattle. Many were weak and thin from repeated bleed¬ 
ings, -while others were fat and healthy. Count Thurzo’s 
party had found a veritable human slaughterhouse. A 
clamor of oaths and threats rose among the band, as they 
went about freeing the captives. 

“Silence! ” ordered the prime minister in a harsh whis¬ 
per. “We have not yet found everything we came for. 
Quickly now, upstairs!” 

The raiders had not yet been discovered. Swiftly they 
ascended the steps leading from the dungeon, and with 
eyes averted, crossed the great hall once more. Count 
Thurzo thought for a moment, then decided to enter the 
banquet hall. 

The prime minister had chosen New Year’s Eve for his 
expedition with the thought that the raiding part)- might 
have a better chance of gaining entrance undetected be- 
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cause of the probable festivities which would be taking 
place. But no one was prepared for the kind of celebra¬ 
tion actually in progress. 

Devils would have delighted in the vampires’ orgy 
that the raiders interrupted. 

The walls of the banquet hall fairly oozed blood. There 
was so much blood on the floor that the high heels of the 
soldier’s jackboots were stained. Three nude female bodies 
in various stages of mutilation lay on the floor and an¬ 
other served as the ptice de resistance in the center of a 
table, which had been spread with a gore-soaked table¬ 
cloth of the finest white linen. The Nadasdy’s expensive 
silver lay scattered about the room- On the table stood 
fine crystal goblets containing a liquid too dense and too 
red to be wine. 

A fifth victim hung from the ropes diat bound her to a 
pillar near the revelers. Around the table sat Countess 
Elizabeth Bathory-Nadasdy; Lloona Joo, the Countess’ 
advisor in devil worship; Barsovny and Otvos, Lesbian 
playmates and procurers to the countess; and other cele¬ 
brants—completely in the nude. 

The raiders, too stricken for action or words, watched 
as Barsovny tightened a cord around the victim’s throat 
until the jugular vein, swollen with blood, stood out. 
Otvos was ready with a stiletto. 

“Me!” cried out die Countess, as though in the arms 
of a lover. “Me!” 

She sprang in front of the doomed girl. Otvos made 
a jab with the pointed dagger, and a stream of crimson 
spewed out under pressure, drenching the waiting Count¬ 
ess, who screamed in pleasure and rubbed her naked 
breasts with bloody hands. 

“Hold!” choked out Count Thurzo. “In the name of 
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God, hold!” The dagger clattered to the floor. Several 
of the revelers screamed. 

“Hello, cousin.” gurgled Elizabeth, drunk on blood 
or wine or both. “Welcome!” 


The celebrants were placed under arrest. All were 
taken to a nearby jail, except Elizabeth, who was placed 
under heavy guard in her apartment. 

When the trial convened with Thcodosiue de Sluzo of 
the Royal Supreme Court presiding, the tale of an eleven- 
year reign of terror unfolded. Ir was revealed that the 
Countess Bathory had not only drunk the blood of her 
victims, but had bathed in it as well, in the belief chat 
such a process would keep her sldn soft and white and 
youthful. De Sluzo and twenty other judges heard ac¬ 
counts of murder, rorture, human sacrifice, perverted 
sexual acts, orgies of blood drinking and blood baths such 
as seldom reach the ears of man. There could be no doubt 
as to the verdict. • 


Ilona Joo was sentenced to death by burning after hav¬ 
ing her fingers torn off one by one. The others met swift 
justice under the headsman’s axe—all except Elizabeth. 

The beautiful vampire of Csejtke was found guilty 
with the others, but because of her high station and 
noble birth, the court delayed passing sentence. She was, 
however, never to sec the light of day again. Her castle 
apartment was scaled up except for narrow slits to pro¬ 
vide ventilation and to allow her guards to pass food to 
her. The countess, then fifty, was said to be still beauti¬ 
ful and remarkably youthful for her age. Four years after 
the stonemasons scaled her in. the Countess Elizabeth 


Bathory-Nadasdy died—but not by a stake through the 
heart. 


Perhaps in Elizabeth’s case, the fury of a woman 
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scorned was matched, even surpassed, by the wrath of 
one deserted while caught up in the hot whirlwind of 
first passion. 

Would the ardent young, countess have gone to such 
gruesome lengths if her smoldering desire had been 
granted satisfaction through normal sexual expression? 
What kind of man was Count Nadasdy, who preferred 
the masculine society of army camps to the bedroom 
of his young and beautiful bride? Was the vampire in¬ 
stinct already rampant in the mind of Countess Bathory? 

“Vampire” conjures up for most an image quite differ¬ 
ent from that embodied by the beautiful, perverse Count¬ 
ess Bathory. Movie-goers of twenty years ago and latc- 
show devotees will remember Bela Lugosi's portrayal of 
Count Dracula, the central character of Brain Stoker's 
classic vampire novel of the same name. In the movie 
version of the book and in the subsequent films based 
upon it, the presentation was always the same. 

The story would open with a view of the vampire’s 
coffin hidden away in a remote burial vault or the 
secret chamber of a deserted mansion. And then— 
“schreee-e-ch!” The lid would slowly raise, revealing 
the cadaverous figure of Dracula, dressed somberly in 
black, with the Dracula family crest worn at his collar. 
With eyes gleaming malevolently, he would step grace¬ 
fully from the casket, black cloak swirling, and transform 
himself into a bat. 

A short rime later, the bat could be seen flying through 
the window of a bedroom, where slept his always beauti¬ 
ful victim with her bare throat white in the moonlight. 
Tiie sexual symbolism is obvious, and it is just as apparent 
today in the popular figure of television’s matinee idol 
vampire, Barnabas Collins, of Dark Shadows. But real 
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life vampires seldom operate with such dignity and 
poetry. 

An example is the case of Italy’s Vincent Verzini, 
whose vampiric crimes were committed during the years 
1867-1871. The sexual nature of the twenty-two-vear-old 
Verzini’s acts is unmistakable. He achieved orgasm, it is 
reported, by grasping his female victim by the throat, 
first choking her, and then tearing her flesh with his teeth. 
He then proceeded to suck the blood through the wound. 

One day pretty Maria Previtali, nineteen-year-old 
cousin of Verzini, went out into the fields to work. Sud¬ 
denly she became aware of footsteps other than her own. 
Frightened, she looked over her shoulder. Vincent was 
following. 

Maria’s footsteps picked up speed, as she fought back 
a wave of fear and panic. She thought of fourteen-ycar- 
old Johanna Motta, who had been viciously murdered the 
preceding December as she traveled on foot to a nearby 
village. 

She remembered how she had lain awake that night, 
too frightened to sleep, and listened to Pap as he told his 
wife of the incident. 

“S/, Mama,” Papa had said, his voice filled with emo¬ 
tion, “her throat was black and blue, and her mouth was 
full of dirt. All of her clothes were ripped off and her 
thighs were bruised with teeth marks. 

“Her belly was wide open, and her insides pulled out. 
And, Mama, per Dio, the parts that make her a w'oman 
had been torn right off!” 

Maria shuddered and started to run. She remembered 
Mrs. Frigeni, who had gone out to work in the fields one 
morning, and by nightfall, had still not returned. When 
her husband had gone out to look for her, he found her 
naked and mutilated body. She had been strangled with 
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a leather thong and flesh had been tom from her abdo- 
men. 

Maria was almost breathless now. Vincent had recently 
been in trouble for choking women. Maria could run no 
more. Her footsteps faltered, and two powerful hands 
grabbed her. 

She felt herself thrown to the ground. Fingers like 
bands of steel closed around her throat. She could not 
even scream. Only a miracle saved her. She started to 
faint, and the hasty vampire relaxed his grip. Drawing 
in her breath, the courageous girl brought up her knee 
and kicked her insane cousin in the stomach. 

As he staggered, Maria sprang to her feet, rubbing 
her burning throat. 

“Vincent,” she gasped, are you crazy? You trying to 
kill me?” 

Maria’s blow had drained the erstwhile vampire of his 
thirst. He got to his feet, muttering obscenities and 
threats, then staggered off across the field. Maria ran 
home and told her horrified mother, who took her at once 
to the village prefect. 

Vcrzini was immediately arrested, and after being 
questioned at length, made a full and detailed confession. 
He was tried, convicted, and sentenced to life imprison¬ 
ment. 

Although Vincent Verzini’s examiners found “no evi¬ 
dence of psychosis,” there can be little doubt that his 
vampirism was the expression of deep derangement and 
sexual perversion. That this is the case is shown lucidly 
by Verzini’s own words: 

“I had an unspeakable delight in strangling women, 
experiencing during the act erections and real sexual 
pleasure. The feeling of pleasure while strangling them 
was much greater than that which I experienced while 
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masturbating. I took great delight in drinking Motta’s 
blood. It also gave me the greatest pleasure to pull the 
hair-pins out of the hair of my victims. 

“It never occurred to me to touch or look at the geni¬ 
tals ... It satisfied me to seize the women by the neck 
and suck their blood” 

Not manifestly sexual were the vampirish acts of John 
Haigh, British killer of nine. Haigh’s thirst for human 
blood is believed by some authorities to have been some¬ 
how Linked to his religious fanaticism. 

Haigh was obsessed with the Old Testament admoni¬ 
tion to “drink water out of thine own cistern and running 
waters out of thine own well.” It would be fascinating to 
know the processes by which Haigh’s twisted mind 
shaped this thought to cause him to start drinking his own 
urine and blood. 

Yes, the religious vampire’s first taste of human blood 
was that of his own. He became involved in an automo¬ 
bile crash in which he suffered a scalp wound which bled 
profusely. The blood flowed down his face and into his 
mouth, creating a thirst which would lead him to the 
gallows. 

Perhaps the wound’s accompanying blow deepened 
Haigh’s psychosis. Shortly after the incident, he had a 
dream which he interpreted to mean that his religious 
fervor had sapped his strength and he could only restore 
liis energies by the regular consumption of fresh human 
blood. 

In keeping with the religious trend of his sickness, 
Haigh evolved a ritual. First he would sever the jugular 
vein of his victim, then he would carefully draw off the 
blood a glassful at a time. The actual drinking of the vital 
fluid was observed with great ceremony. Haigh later be- 
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came convinced that his faith, too, could be sustained 
011 I 7 by the sacrifice of others and the drinking of their 
blood. 

It is accepted today that the drinking of both urine 
and blood are perverted sex acts, affording gratification 
and pleasure to the psychotic or deeply neurotic who 
indulge. 

It is believed that Haigh participated in homosexual 
acts as a youth. It is interesting to note that he claimed 
to have been seduced by a homosexual member of a re¬ 
ligious sect prior to his own deviation. 

Is it possible that feelings of guile rising from these 
events drove the impressionable Haigh to offer such 
terrible propitiation? Or did he mistake the intoxica¬ 
tion which reportedly comes from blood-drinking for 
religious ecstasy? As * fascinating as these questions are, 
they will never he answered in the case of John Haigh, 
the vampire, who in August, 1949, was delivered to the 
hangman. 

The vampire, the restless soul of a dead person winch 
must drink the blood of others to sustain its “life,” 
is highly suggestive of the pathologically immature, de¬ 
pendent personality, who cannot fend for himself in the 
business of living, but must attach himself to a more pro¬ 
ductive personality, just as the vampire attaches itself to 
the creatures on whose blood it feeds. Such individuals 
almost always subconsciously desire to return to the state 
of complete dependence characteristic of the pre-natal 
state. Psychoanalysts usually disclose that, in extreme 
cases, the grave comes to symbolize the womb. Tins is 
often the true motive behind some individuals incestu¬ 
ous desires for intercourse with their mother. The vam¬ 
pire's nightly renirn to its grave greatly resembles such a 
state of" mind. The vampire’s fangs are clearly phallic 
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symbols, both in form and function. The vampire’s pre¬ 
dilection for its relatives resembles the incestuous crav¬ 
ings of the devote, a form of infantile sexuality, as further 
symbolized by the vampire’s relish for the young. 

Blood-sucking itself is significant. Pschologists say 
that any neurotic act involving this function is a sign of 
mother-fixation. 

A stake through the heart to kill a vampire is strongly 
suggestive of fear (connected hatred) of the father figure. 

It appears, therefore, that the true lair of the vampire 
must be sought in the hidden and forgotten areas of the 
human mind, rather than in secluded burial vaults and 
the cobweb-laccd ruins of deserted mansions; and that 
rhe terrible thirst of real-life vampires must be under¬ 
stood in the light of the frustration and misdirection of 
the most basic of human needs: the need to love and 
reproduce one’s own kind. 

During the Middle Ages and the period known as that 
of rhe Great Witch Mania it was natural to explain the 
deviations of men in terms of demonology. Prevalent at 
the same time was a belief in the transformation of men 
into wolves (perhaps the source of the modern desig¬ 
nation for a certain lascivious breed of male creature) 
and other carnivorous animals. 

The belief that a creature half-human and half-animal 
was unholy reaches back to dim antiquity. Thus, the 
ancient Israelites are instructed through the Book of Le¬ 
viticus: “And you shall not lie with any best and defile 
yourself with it, neither shall any woman give herself to a 
beast to lie with it. . . (18:23). Such practices were 

associated with worship of the pagan diety Moloch, and 
any offspring of such a union was classed as an evil 
spirit. 
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The most common manifestation of lycanchropy was 
the werewolf. A less-fastidious cousin of the vampire, 
rhis half-man half-wolf was said to go about committing 
murder, rape, and cannibalism. 

One day in the town of Dole, France, in the year 1573, 
a wooden stake was set up in die public square and straw 
and faggots piled at its base. A figure with long, matted 
hair and tattered remnants of clothing was dragged in 
chains and under heavy guard to the stake and tied se¬ 
curely to ic. 

I his being accomplished, the sheriff unrolled an 
official looking document and read in a loud voice: 

“In the name of His Majesty, by the grace of God King 
of France: It is proven that on a certain day, shortly after 
the Feast of St. Michael last, Gilles Gamier, being in the 
form of a wolf, sci/.ed upon in a vineyard a young girl, 
aged about ten or twelve years, she being in the pice com¬ 
monly called as Gorges, the vineyard de Chasteonoy, hard 
by the Bois de Serre, about a mile from Dole, and there 
he slew and killed her both with his hands, seemingly 
paws, as with his teeth, and having dragged her body 
with his hands and teeth into the aforesaid Bois de Serre, 
he stripped her naked and not content with eating 
heartily of the flesh of her thighs and arms, he carried 
some of her flesh to Apolline his wife at the hermitage of 
Saint-Bonnot, near Amanges, where he and his wife had 
their dwelling.” 

The official’s voice cracked, and he paused to clear 
his throat. The crowd let out its breath as one. A priest 
made the sign of the cross and chanted in Larin as the 
sheriff began to read again. 

In trite, unemotional language, a story of murder and 
cannibalism unfolded that caused the sale of fresh meat 
in Dole to fall off sharply for a week afterwards. In rc- 
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vulsion the people listened as the damnation of Gillcs 
Gamier, convicted werewolf, proceeded. 

“• . • Lnto the customary place of execution, and 
that there by the aforesaid Master Executioner he shall 
be burned and his body reduced to ashes.” 

The hooded executioner approached and wirh a 
flourish placed his torch on the dry straw. Flames shot 
up, and the “werewolf” screamed his wav into oblivion 
with a cry of pain that may very well have come from 
either man or beast. 

About a month before Christmas, 1598, Antoinette 
Duprey, eleven years old, paused on a Paris street to 
absorb the full joy of a snowflake kiss on her cheek. From 
the door of a tailor shop a soft voice spoke. 

“Saint, Cheric ” 

“ Bon joi/r , ftVsieur” 

“What a beautiful child you are. Do you live near?” 

“No, AVsieur. It is a distance from here. It was such a 
nice day for a walk I lost count of the blocks.” 

“Tiens! You must be cold. Will you not come into my 
shop where it is warm? And I have some chocolate 
ready.” 

The child shook her long, blond hair. It was growing 
late, and Maman would be worried. But yet . . . 

ll Merci y M*sieur. But only for a minute.” 

“But of course. Pretty girls should not be out after 
dark.” 

The little girl’s “minute” turned into eternity. She 
never came out of the tailor shop alive. But a friend of 
her family had seen her enter the shop, and when he dis¬ 
covered that Antoinette was missing, he informed the 
' police. At the sadisric tailor’s trial it was testified that 
once the child entered the shop the tailor changed him- 
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self into a wolf and sprang upon her, ripping off her 
clothing and hiring and clawing at her frail child's body. 

It was further avowed that this same fiend prowled 
the woods by night, snarling and drooling at the mouth, 
and tearing out the throats and entrails of helpless 
passers-by. 

Barrels of bleaching bones were found in the accused 
tailor’s cellar, along with other things coo hideous to de¬ 
scribe. 

Quickly the werewolf was condemned to the stake. 
His executioners, who had seen all manner of villains 
burned, stopped their ears, so great was this fiend’s 
blasphemy, even as the flames burned the flesh from his 
bones. The magistrate ordered that the court records 
pertaining to the case be burned in the same fire. 

If there seems to be a dearth of werewolf cases today, 
it is only because the beast has had his name changed by 
modern psychiatry. Nowadays he is called by such names 
as “sadist,’ 7 “pervert,” or “pschoric sex offender.” From 
time to time, nevertheless, one sees the “werewolf” label 
attached to sex crimes by sensationalist publications. Such 
was the case of William Johnston. 

William Johnston, alias H. Meyers, alias Harry Gordon, 
sadistic killer of three women, did not claw or bite his 
\ictims to death. He did his namesake justice, however, 
with a straight razor. Like London’s infamous “Jack the 
Ripper,” Johnston chose prostitutes for his victims. 

On the night of April 6, 1935, Betty Coffin turned a 
corner and started to walk down Sail Francisco’s Market 
Street. As she passed the streetlamp, she glanced at her 
wristwatch. It was 2:30 A.M., and Betty’s feet hurt. She 
had covered a lot of concrete during the last three hours 
and was about to call it a night. Then she saw him. 

It was too late to play games. She walked right up to 
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the heavy-set, slightly drunk man, who was dressed like 
a seaman, and propositioned liim. 

“Sailor, do you know a nice quiet place where a girl 
can get some rest?” 

“Huh? Oh yeah, sure,” replied the man, his eyts snap¬ 
ping awake. 

Half an hour later, Betty Coffin stood sleepily by as 
her “client” scribbled on a registration card in a cheap 
waterfront hotel. A minute larer “Mr. and Mrs. Harry 
Meyers' started up the stairs to their room. The night 
clerk noted later that the couple’s only luggage was a 
bottle of whisky and a little box that protruded from 
Meyers’ pocket. 

Two hours later Meyers came down alone. 

He approached the night clerk, “Where can I get a 
beer and a sandwich,” he yawned. 

“There’s a place on the corner,” answered the drowsy 
clerk. “Just turn left after you go out the door.” 

“Thanks. Can I get you anything?” 

“Nope.” But the big mail was already on his way. 

At eight o’clock a chambermaid entered the Meyers’ 
room using a passkey. She placed her broom against the 
wall and started to open the window. Then she looked 
at the sprawled figure on the bed. Her scream brought 
the manager from downstairs. The nude body of Betty 
Coffin lay on the blood-soaked sheets. Her face had been 
beaten savagely, and her mouth taped shut. The corpse 
was striped with gaping wounds in regular patterns, as if 
she had been raked again and again by the claws of a wild 
beast. Blood-stained fragments of clothing were strewn 
around the room. 

The dead girl had nor been sexually assaulted—at least 

not in the normal way. 

* 

Said Inspector Allan McGinn of the Sail Francisco 
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Police: “The man who does a job like this is the type 
that strikes again and again. He doesn’t stop at one mur¬ 
der. It jicst whets his appetite for more.” 

The inspector was right. The most arduous of police 
work failed to turn up the killer, and five years later he 
struck again. On June 25, 1940, the body of Mrs. Irene 
Chandler was found in another waterfront hotel in the 
same circumstances as that of Betty Coffin. Causes of 
death were listed as strangulation and loss of blood. Mrs. 
Chandler was known to police as a “seagull,” a street¬ 
walker who catered to sea-faring men. This time the 
“werewolf” left his claws behind; a rusty, blood-stained 
razor. 

Time was running out for the werewolf-killer. The 
Sailor’s Union of the Pacific supplied to the police a pic¬ 
ture of a man who fitted the killer s description. On July 8, 
1940 a San Francisco detective confronted Harry VV. 
Gordon at a sailors’ union meeting. “We want to talk to 
you at headquarters,” said the officer quietly. 

The blond werewolf’s shoulders slumped. He offered 
no resistance as he was taken to jail. 

After intense questioning, Gordon broke down. 

“Ill talk!” he cried. “I’ll tell you everything. I’m glad 
to get it over with. I killed Bettv Coffin and Irene Chan¬ 
dler.” 

The officers were not prepared for Gordon’s next 
words: “And I killed my first wife in New York, too!” 

On September 5, 1941, Harry W. Gordon took his 
last breath in San Quentin’s lethal gas chamber. The 
werewolf s savage hunger was quieted at last. 

Stranger even than the thirst of the vampire and the 
hunger of the werewolf is the grisly appetite of the ghoul. 
A ghoul has been defined as a demon which robs graves 

140 





to devour the corpse. (This act is termed “necrophagia”, 
literally “eating of the dead.”) But the concept of ghoul¬ 
ishness has been extended by custom to include a number 

r 

of other practices, including sexual intercourse with and 
mutilation of the dead, both termed “necrophilia.” 

A classic case of necrophilia is that of Sergeant Ber¬ 
trand, a soldier in the French army in the mid-1800’s. Ber- 

* 

trand was only twenty-five at the time of his arrest; by 
then the history of his ghoulish career read like a book of 
the damned. His behavior eventually came to the atten¬ 
tion of his superiors, and he was placed under the care 
of Dr. Marchal de Calvis. 

At his first meeting with the doctor Bertrand described 
himself as a successful Don Juan, a claim frequently the 
boast of impotents and deviates. 

“I have had many women,” he told de Calvis, “and I 
have always satisfied them completely.” 

“But of course,” cajoled the physician, “and I suppose 
you started at quite a young age.” 

Bertrand’s composure was rafiled a bit. 

“Very young. And even before that I was extremely 
active. Such was mv malencss at the age of nine,that I 
was forced to relieve myself by hand seven or eight times 
a day.” 

Dr. de Calvis made notes on a pad, then studied his 
pen. 

“Remarkable! But at what age did you turn to women?” 

“Thirteen, maybe fourteen.” 

“Tell me about it.” 

Bertrand's eves glowed. There was no mistaking the 
pleasure in liis voice as he spoke: 

“The sight of female clothing was sufficient to arouse 
me. In my mind I could see a room full of women, all 
at my disposal. In my mind I would torture them in every 
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possible way, according to my desire. I would imagine 
them as dead before me, and I would defile their corpses.” 

“I see,” mused de Caivis. He was beginning to sense 
the true nature of his patient’s deviation. “Was this when 
you first made love to a corpse?” 

“No,” replied the sergeant. “At first it was with the 
bodies of animals I found dead along the roadside. Some¬ 
times, when I could not find one, I was forced to kill.” 

“Most regrettable ” said the doctor, feigning sympathy. 
“But what about your first experience with the corpse 
of a human?” 

“It was in 1847 at a cemetery near Bere,” said Bertrand 
slowly. “A comrade and I happened to walk by a newly- 
made grave. Suddenly, I was struck with a terrific head¬ 
ache, and my heart began to pound. I trembled all over. 
As soon as 1 could get away, I returned to the spot and 
dug up the body. Then I chopped it up with a pick and 
spade. I kept it up until my desire was relieved. Only 
then did my headache leave me.” 

In subsequent interview's Bertrand related numer¬ 
ous graveside orgies similar to the foregoing. He told of 
the time he had swum a ditch of icy water to reach a 
fresh grave. So great had been his passion that night that 
he had not even noticed the chill. 

This was Bertrand’s first actual sexual contact with 
a corpse, that of a seventeen-year-old girl. 

“I cannot describe my sensations,” Bertrand told Dr. 
de Caivis, “but all the joy procured by possessing a living 
woman was as nothing with the pleasure I felt.” 

The sergeant went on to describe his mutilation of the 
body, as before, and its return to the grave. Bertrand told 
the doctor that he thought the motivating force behind 
his deeds was the urge to destroy. 
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“The urge to dismember the bodies was incomparably 
more violent in me than the urge to violate them.” 

Small wonder, in the light of happenings like this, that 
superstitious folk of earlier times whispered of drooling 
demons that came down from the hills to desecrate 
graves, assault and cannibalize even bodies in advanced 
stages of decay. 

Another real-life ghoul by the name of Ardisoon is 
reported to have exhumed the bodies of females aged 
three to eighty, and indulged in oral sex acts with them. 
He was arrested after he had taken home the corpse of a 
three-year-old girl on which he practiced certain abomi¬ 
nations until the stench betrayed him. 

Even more remarkable is the case of the female necro- 
phagiac who opened the caskets in her family vault and ‘ 
devoured the genitals of her dead husband, her brother, 
and a son. 

In 1957, Ed Gein, a middle-aged bachelor farmer from 
Plainfield, Wisconsin, confessed to stealing a dozen female 
bodies from fresh graves in the community' cemetery. 
Although he replaced most of the pieces after he had dis¬ 
membered the bodies, he kept a collection of sex parts 
and noses in a box. He also saved ten of the skulls and 
upholstered some of his furniture with human skin. Gein 
progressed from grave-robbing to murdering two 
women; and when the sheriff entered his farmhouse, he 
was horrified to find one of the victims strung up by her 
heels, decapitated and eviscerated. The necrophagiac’s 
neighbors later recalled with great unpleasantness that 
Gein was forever bringing them portions of “venison.” 
While under psychiatric examination, Gein told the 
analyst that he had never shot a deer in his life. 

A mitigating case can be made for those suffering from 
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rhe ghoul psychosis in that they discrub only corpses, 
which, of course, cannot suffer further. But this is not 
likely to assuage the feelings of their victims’ survivors. 
And would ghoul suddenly turn werewolf if no cadavers 
were available to him? Would he turn upon the living to 
satisfy his strange and terrible hunger? 

What is the true nature of rhe real-life vampires, were¬ 
wolves, and ghouls? Perhaps a clue is to be found in the 
self-evaluation of Sergeant Bertrand: “The urge to dis¬ 
member . . . was incomparably more violent in me 
than the urge to violate. . . .” 

Whatever the answer, another question remains: Can 
there be a vein of truth in the old beLiefs, that such atroci¬ 
ties are the work of evil spirits who have taken possession, 
body and soul, of the perpetrators? 

It might be argued that, as in the case of the poltergeist, 
a person in the appropriate frame of mind might serve 
as a medium through which these entities can satisfy 
their unholy cravings. 

Older stories carry accounts of men and women chang¬ 
ing themselves into blood-sucking bats, voracious wolves, 
or red-eyed, fang-toothed demons. More recent accounts 
report nothing of the sort. Rut actually, the discrepancy 
is of small significance. If the mind of the “ghoul” has 
undergone change to the point where he believes himself 
to be such a creature, it is of slight consequence if his 
form changes. 

The Countess Bathory made a formidable vampire 
with the scissors from a maid's sewing kit. Harry W. 
Gordon’s razor served most adequately as werewolfs 
claws and fangs. Sergeant Bertrand was not hampered 
in his ghoulish pleasures by the fact that he worked with 
a pick and shovel or a sword rather than monster’s paws. 

Our age of scientific reason leads us to explain the acts 
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of these and others like chem in clinical terms of psy¬ 
chosis and sexual perversion, and to view perversion itself 
as a sign of negative psychic forces at work on the mind 
of man. Where more logically could such forces be 
focused than on the instinct to propagate life? As sex 
produces life, so it is that perversion produces death. 

“It (necrophilia) is the true perversion,” writes Dr. 
Erich 1‘romm. “While being alive not lift*, but death is 
loved, not growth, but destruction.” 

Instead of in the supernatural, then, it appears that the 
origin of history's recorded vapires, werewolves, and 
ghouls must be sought in the wastelands of man’s sub¬ 
conscious. 


145 


CHAPTER SEVEN: The Black Passions 

of Satanism 


“But surely, Mr. Steiger, you can't really believe 
in witches in this day and age?” 

The question is familiar, one that I have been asked 
innumerable times on radio and television interviews. 

“Why can’t 1?” is often my initial response. “Some of 
my best friends are witches! ” 

Such a reply usually breaks the tension and permits 
me to make a very simple and basic point, which some¬ 
how, seems incomprehensible to the orthodox thinker. 
“To say that there are no witches,” I maintain, “is com¬ 
parable to saying that there are no Roman Catholics! You 
may not agree with what the Roman Catholic professes, 
but you can hardly deny that he exists.” 

For Roman Catholic, substitute any religious de¬ 
nomination—Christian, Jew, Moslem, or Buddhist. I sub¬ 
mit that witchcraft is simply another religion—to cele¬ 
brate which a group of worshipers gather for their own 
particular prayers, chants, rituals, and litanies. Witchcraft, 
a pre-Christian religion, worships nature dieties, and 
is much akin to Greek and Roman mystery religions. 
It is polytheistic, having many minor gods in addition 
to one central God; and, yes, it does emphasize fertility 
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symbols and the male-female duality of all things in 
Nature. 

1 am by no means an advocate of witchcraft, but I have 
studied it for a good many years and have come to know 
a good many witches in the process. 1 am not going to 
undertake a treatise on witchcraft in this chapter. I have 
a filing cabinet full of notes on the Old Religion, and 
some day 1 shall write that book on witchcraft which I 
have been researching for nearly ten years. 

What I choose as my present theme is that vile corrup¬ 
tion of witchcraft known as Satanism, a travesty' of re¬ 
ligion spawned during a period in man’s history sexually 
sick and obsessed with the systematic degrading of the 
human body. It is Satanism mistaken for witchcraft that 
has left its mark upon the collective unconscious of mod¬ 
em man. It is Satanism confused with witchcraft that has 
branded the pantheistic Old Religion with the mark of 
the Devil. It is Satanism that has justifiably brought 
down the curses of the orthodox clergy* for being the 
worship of evil, negative forces through obscene prac¬ 
tices, perverted rituals, and a dogma designed to debase 
all that is wonderful and divine about the human sex act. 

Wc will need some historical background to gain a 
perspective on the evolution of witchcraft from a reli¬ 
gion of the common people to its adaptation, utilization, 
and conversion into Satanism by the bored, the wealthy, 
and the sexually jaded. 

After the dissolution of the political and military struc¬ 
ture of the Roman Empire, the great civilizing force in 
Europe became the Church, which made great inroads 
into the ‘‘pagan” culture of the population, but could not 
completely wash away the rituals of the Old Religion. 
Nor could it demean the status of the old gods in the eyes 
of the common man. 
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For the serfs, participation in the open air worship of 
the old gods was an expression of their desire to throw 
off the yoke of feudalism and the oppressive ethic of the 
Christiafa religion, which had been foisted upon them by 
rhe rulers of the very land that their forefathers had con¬ 
quered when they had invaded Europe from the central 
Asian plateau. For once proud warriors to accept the role 
of serf farmers was not easy, and quite naturally, the ten¬ 
sions which were built up had to be released. What better 
way to appease the old gods and show contempt toward 
the nobility and their Christian God than to submerge 
one’s personality in the frenetic ritual dances and cele¬ 
bration of the old holidays? 

In the period from approximately 1200 A-.D. to the 
Italian Renaissance ( 1350), the pagan festivals attained 
their greatest popularity. During this time Europe was 
devastated and depopulated by famines, the ill-conceived 
Crusades, and the Black Death. Also during this time the 
hold of the Church upon the common man was at its 
lowest ebb. It seemed obvious to the serf in Inis field, as 
he surveyed the misery about him, that the new God, the 
Christian God, was extremely ineffectual. More and more, 
the common folk in the city were slipping out on pagan 
festival nights to join their country cousins in mass cele¬ 
brations which paid homage to the old gods of Nature. 

Reports of such festivals came in from all over Europe. 
An estimated 25,000 attended rituals in the Basque coun¬ 
try of southern France and around the Black Forest of 
Germany. The Church and its clergy were all but 
ignored in some sections of Italy. In Rome, the Church 
hierarchy rumbled and declared that pagan holidays 
were without doubt inspired by Satan. It has often been 
presented as a truism that the god of a deposed religion 
becomes the devil of the new. The mystery religion of 
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the people knew no devil, until the Christian Church 
glimpsed the idol of Pan, the goat-bottomed god, and 
decreed that he, with his horns, hoofs, and insatiable sex 
drive, must be Satan. 

In an effort to accomplish the two-fold purpose of put¬ 
ting down religious and social rebellion, the Church 
and the nobility united forces against the disciples of the 
•'devil.'’ The weapon they chose was the highly efficient, 
but inhumane, machinery of the Inquisition' A terrifying 
ritual of pain and torture awaited anyone even suspected 
of holding communion with the horned god. Now that 
the enemy, Satan, had been identified, the work of the 
Church would he much more clearly defined. 
i( M Kurc Sdigmann writes in his The History of Magic, 
■ . . the ancient survivals, the amusement of serfs, the 
most innocent stories, were henceforth Satanic, and the 
women who knew about the old legends and magic tra¬ 
ditions were transformed into witches. . . . The tradi¬ 
tional gatherings, the Druid's Festival on the eve of 
May day, the Bacchanals, the Diana feasts, became the 
witches' sabbath; and the broom, symbol of the sacred 
hearth, though retaining its sexual significance, became 
an evil tool. The sexual rites of old. destined to stimulate 
the fertility of nature, were now the manifestations of a 
forbidden carnal lust. Mating at random, a survival of 
communal customs . . . the judges now decided to be 

an infringement of the most sacred laws. . . 

Scligmann makes an excellent point when he writes of 
the confusion that must have existed in the mind of the 
common man when all of his old customs and traditions 
were suddenly declared ‘'sinful,” a concept which he 
could not even understand. The peasants had been con¬ 
ditioned by their lords not to feel jealousy if the noble¬ 
man in the manor desired their wives and daughters as 
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bedpnrmers for a night. Now they were admonished 
that it was a “sin” if, at the night gatherings, they shared 
one another with people whom they regarded as equals. 
Their primitive customs had become official perversions, 
punishable by torture and burning at the stake. 

The peasant resented such ecclesiastical dictation. At 
the festivals of the old gods he was free to do as he wished. 
He could give himself up to the excitement of the rituals 
without worrying about an interfering priest, who repre¬ 
sented a Church that wished even to regulate and sup¬ 
press human emotions. The festivals of the Old Religion 
gave him at least a full evening in which he was free, in 
which he had some dignity, in which he had some sense 
of participation. If such celebrations were “Satanic,” the 
peasant resolved, he would abide with this entity the 
Church called their enemy. 

The rortures of the Inquisition were viciously sexual 
in nature, the interrogators’ terrible instruments clearly 
designed to poke, prod, and mangle the victim's sex parts. 
The sins of witchcraft especially offensive to the Church 
were all sexual in nature—the fertility rites, the night 
dancings, the communal mating—so it seemed per¬ 
versely logical to direct the tortures upon the w itch’s sex 
organs, the devil's ow n tools. 

Once a woman had been brought before the court as 
an accused witch, all hope was lost to her. If she con¬ 
fessed at once to being a witch, she was summarily tor¬ 
tured and burned at the stake. If she should deny being a 
watch, she would be tortured for the good of her soul 
until she confessed her sins. Once her breasts had been 
burned, her ribs broken on the rack, and her vagina 
seared with red-hot rods, she would be granted forgive¬ 
ness and sent straightaway to the stake. “Thou shalt not 
suffer a witch to live,” the Bible sternly admonished the 
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nghreoas; so a confession did not insure freedom, only 
. the salvation of one’s soul and the relatively quick death 
-of burning. 

Let us enter the dreaded torture chamber with a hypo¬ 
thetical “witch.” 

It is a large stone room with damp, slimy walls and a 
terrible stench of blood, vomit, and excrement. The only 
light comes from torches and a glowing charcoal brazier 
in which pincers and tongs are being heated. All about 
are the grisly instruments of torture—the rack, the tongs, 
the wedges, the scourges. 

Hired sadists and perverts staff the chamber. They arc 
dressed completely in black with large black hoods. From 
holes cut in the cloth, eager eyes stare out at the new vic¬ 
tim. 

The woman cries out at the sight of the hooded men. 
The two priests who accompany her ask if she is ready to 
make her confession. 

She denies that she is a witch. She begs for merev. She 

has been accused by women who arc jealous of her 

beauty. 

# 

The priests cluck their tongues at such an expression 
of vanity; but the torturers grunt their brutish agree¬ 
ment. The nexv witch is exceptionally beautiful. It is al¬ 
ways more pleasurable to torture a young and pretty 
witch than some aged and wrinkled crone. 

The priests signal the jailers and they seize her and 
roughly tear off her clothing. She has a fine body, shapely 
and firm. I he men run rough hands over her breasts and 
thighs. They are shamelessly vocal in their appraisal of 
their victim’s physical attributes, and one of them whis¬ 
pers out of earshot of the priests that he hopes the clergy¬ 
men will leave before the woman gets marked up too 
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badly. The executioners generally have their way with 
all women who pass through their chamber. It is some¬ 
times a bit risky if a woman of some rank is put to the 
question, but this work provides the perfect opportunity 
for the rough men to force themselves on as many women 
as they wish without fear of reprisal. No woman ever 
leaves these cells alive to complain to father, brother, or 
husband. 

After the woman is stripped naked, she is placed on a 
large wooden table and held down for the inspection of 
the devil’s mark. One of the louts approaches with a ra¬ 
zor and a bowl of water and roughly scrapes away all of 
the woman’s body hair. No area must be overlooked, the 
priests remind them. 

With the shaving completed, the men are now ready 
for the true test oAhe devil's mark, that small insensitive 
spot of flesh which has been left on the woman’s body by 
her evil master. Long pins are inserted into various parts 
of her body. The torturers have learned from experience 
that each human body has certain areas insensitive to pain, 
but with a fine female form such as this one, why rush 
things? The pins are inserted into breasts, the vagina, the 
thighs. Each time the woman screams, disappointing the 
priests. 

One priest motions to the charcoal brazier and again be¬ 
seeches the woman to confess her abominations. When 
she refuses, one of the jailers picks up a red-hot iron. Last 
week he tore a breast off an old hag with one twist of the 
pincers, but he hopes to use this wench to sate his 
ever-stimulated lust. The poker will be good enough. 
Just brand a nipple. There is the sweet stench of burn¬ 
ing flesh. The woman screams and faints. 

When she is revived, she is stretched taut upon the in- 
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famous rack. The priests question her about the Black 
Sabbat. Where was the last one held? Did she partake of 
human flesh? Whom did she see there? Has she harmed 
any children or good Christian men? 

At each screamed denial, the cranks are turned another 
notch. A rib cracks, then another. Her ankles are dis¬ 
jointed. The pain is excruciating. A shoulder is dislo¬ 
cated. The woman has long since fainted. 

The priests give orders to remove her from the rack. 
It is time for their lunch, and they are disappointed that 
the woman has not yet confessed. They leave the cham¬ 
ber with orders that the executioner and liis crew are 
now to apply strenuous torture. The clerics, however, 
ask not to be summoned until the woman is ready to give 
her confession. 

The jailors look at each other solemnly. There will be 
no tonight for this woman—at least not with her body 
in as good a condition as it is at the moment. 

They have their way with her while she is unconscious. 
It is often easier that way. 

Now that their lust has been sated, they have no rea¬ 
son to hold hack on the lovely young woman. 

One of the men places sulphur in'her armpits and burns 
it. 

Her hands are tied behind her back and she is raised bv 
a pulley to the ceding and dropped. This is repeated 
several times. 

Still the “witch” will not confess. 

7 he men place her toes in a thumbscrew and the screw 
is tightened until Wood squirts out from beneath the 
nails. 

No confession. 

As they are no longer concerned with her appearance, 
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the men go to work on her with red-hot pincers and 
tongs. A poker is driven up her anus and another is 
rammed up her vagina, 

Fearing the court’s impatience, the torturers become 
desperate to wring a confession from the woman. One 
of them pours oil over her head and sets it aflame. 

From her terrible agony, the woman cries that she will 
confess. The priests are summoned and, through charred 
and blackened lips, the hideously burned woman admits 
that she is a witch, that she has flown to the Black Sabbat, 
that she has eaten the flesh of newborn babes. 

The Inquisition became a kind of obscene and mon¬ 
strous industry. It employed judges, jailors, torturers, ex¬ 
orcists, expert “witch hunters” to ferret out the devil’s 
daughters, and, of course, full crews of wood-choppers 
to provide the stakes with fuel. 

The torturers, who were usually paid a fee of coin and 
flesh for each witch interrogated, soon learned that a 
witch under torture could quite easily be made to babble 
the names of “fellow witches.” The trial of one witch 
could therebv lead to an ordeal for a dozen more. “Give 
me a Bishop, and I would soon have him confessing 
to be a sorcerer!” boasted one proficient torturer. 

At the beginning of the witch-hunt madness, those 
who protested against such travesties of courtroom pro¬ 
cedure and justice were in danger of ending up at the 
stake themselves. By the close of the sixteenth century, 
however, certain bold clergymen and university profes¬ 
sors were beginning to publish treatises that urged the 
priesthood to concern itself more with healing than with 
burning. Other courageous thinkers had the audacity 
to suggest that even those women who claimed super¬ 
natural powers without the prompting of torture were 
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mad and should be regarded as possessed of an illness 
rather than a devil. Others braved charges of heresy to 
deny that Satan had ever made a pact with a mortal. 

In 1630, Father Spree, a strong advocate of the methods 
of die Inquisition, found himself in heated debate with 
the Duke of Brunswick. The Duke had been so shocked 
to learn of the methods employed by the witch hunters 
in Germany that he had asked the Jesuit scholar to look 
• into the matter. Now, after Father Spree and another 
Jesuit had spent a great deal of time investigating the In¬ 
quisition, the Duke remained unconvinced by their 
positive report. 

“How can you say in all conscience that the Inquisi¬ 
tors are doing God's work?” the Duke asked. 

“If you will read our report with care,” Father Spree 
answered, becoming red-faced with anger, “you will see 
that the Inquisitors arrest only those individuals who 
have been implicated by the confessions of other witches." 

“And do you hold such confessions to be valid test¬ 
imony?” the Duke wondered. 

“Of course," Father Spree replied. “Once a witch has 
confessed, God guides her tongue in naming others who 
have practiced those abominations most offensive to 
him.” 

The Duke arched a craggy eyebrow. “Fathers,” he 
said softly, “come with me to the torture chamber." 

The priests did as they were requested and soon stood 
with die Duke beside a poor wretch who was undergoing 
torture. The woman had already given her confession, 
but it had been deemed that she should suffer further 
torture for “the good of her soul.” 

“Woman," the Duke said, “you confessed to practicing 
the abomination of witchcraft. I have brought these two 
men with me because 1 suspect them of belonging to 
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your coven. Tell me, are these men witches? Stand by 
with the red-hot pincers, jailors!’’ 

“No more torture!” screamed the woman. “Yes, I 
know those men,” the confessed witch gasped in fear. 
“I have seen them change into loathsome beasts and have 
intercourse with mortal women. I have seen them dining 
on the boiled flesh of infants. They are Satan’s very own! ” 

“Now, my friends,” the Duke said softly, “since you 
value so highly the validity of a witch’s confession that 
has been secured under torture, it would seem that 1 have 
no choice other than to put you to the question until 
you confess that you are the spawn of the devil which 
this witch has said you are!” 

The message of the Duke of Brunswick’s grisly dem¬ 
onstration was not lost on Father Spree. In 1631 he wrote 
Cautio Crrminalis , a hook instrumental in halting the 
witchcraft persecutions in Germany. 

It is to be hoped that the reader has now seen that what 
is termed “witchcraft” is but the perpetuation of the pre- 
Christian Old Religion of the common people. There is 
no devil in the Old Religion. Satan, the Prince of Dark¬ 
ness, belongs to the theology and terminology of the 
Christian Church. To implement the persecutions of the 
Middle Ages, the clergy simply decreed that the Old Re¬ 
ligion worshipped Satan and that the primitive rituals 
were unholy perversions. The Church and its Inquisi¬ 
tion married Satan and witchcraft. True witchcraft re¬ 
mained as different in practice from Satanism then as it 
does in the covens today. 

It was the jaded nobility who perpetuated Satanism 
when the fires of the Inquisition had begun to cool. It was 
they who adapted the primitive nature festivals of the 
common people and perverted them into obscene and de- 
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based renderings of the Mass. It was the bejeweled and 
satin covered noblemen who conjured up the Black Mass 
with its living altar of a naked virgin. It was the sexually 
waning aristocrat who designed a more elaborate render¬ 
ing of the atavistic rites of communal sex to stimulate his 
flagging appetites. Satanism became a physical manifes¬ 
tation of the aristocracy's contempt and distrust of the 
organized Church. For the young, and this remains true 
today, Satanism expressed one’s rebellion against all that 
one’s elders considered good, decent, and holv. 

Whenever such desires exist to be served, there will 
always be those eager to exploit the erotic weaknesses of 
their less imaginative, but wealthier, brethren. The 
character of one Catherine Montvoisin will serve us well 
as an illustration of the type of individual who stood 
ready to cater to the demand of the aristocracy for secret 
and sensual Satanic rites. La Voisin is also an excellent 
representative of the transition of witch as priestess of an 
ancient religion to witch as celebrant of Satan. 

In 1658, Catherine Deshayes, a former street urchin 
who had learned to live by her wits, married Antoine 
Montvoisin, an amiable loafer. Catherine had been tell¬ 
ing fortunes since she was a child and had developed a 
steady clientele, who had many of her "prophecies” come 
true. In addition, she had developed a thriving business 
as midwife, beautician, and herbalist. The clever young 
woman boasted that she possessed the recipe for an 
elixir that had kept the Dean of Westminster alive for 
166 years. In addition to such life-prolonging potions, 
Catherine kept a secret store of evil fluids that probably 
would have poisoned half the population of Paris if she 
had emptied them into the Seine. 

When La Voisin sought to expand her ‘‘God-given 
talent" for fortune-telling to include palmistry and astrol- 
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ogy, she ran afoul of the Church, whose Inquisitors were, 
in 1660, still on the alert for those who claimed Satan- 
inspired powers. Amazingly, the bright-eyed, attractive 
woman in her early twenties managed to convince a 
learned tribunal composed of the Vicars-General and 
several doctors of theology from the Sorbonne that her 
approach to astrology and the occult arts was acceptable 
to the Church. If La Voisin’s trial had taken place one hun¬ 
dred years earlier, it is doubtful that she would have 
been released; but as wc have noted, by the mid-six¬ 
teenth century, the power of the Inquisition had weak¬ 
ened considerably. At any rate, La Voisin was allowed to 
return to her practice with what appeared to be the 
Church’s blessing. Immediately her clientele tripled. 

La Voisin received her customers in a darkened cham¬ 
ber where she sat dressed in an ermine-lined robe which 
had 200 eagles embroidered in gold thread on purple vel¬ 
vet. If a Countess had grown rired of a boorish husband, 
she would be given a potion that would guarantee his not 
surviving his next breakfast. If a businessman wished to 
increase his profits, he was told to attend the secret rites 
of Satan with a bag of gold to lay on the living altar. 
The bag of gold would be used to buy a baby for sac¬ 
rifice. The living altar would quite probably be a female 
member of the nobility, who had not brought enough 
gold to pay for a love potion. 

Babies for sacrifice were expensive, but the shrewd La 
Voisin was able to economize and, at the same rime, keep 
a supply of infants on hand by running a home for un¬ 
wed mothers which catered to girls of the streets. The 
price of such a service was the woman’s baby, which she 
was generally more than willing to leave with La Voisin. 

La Voisin accomplished her greatest coup when she 
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embroiled Madame de Montespan, the beautiful mistress of 
King Louis XIV, in her Satanic rituals. The king’s favor¬ 
ite came to the Satanist and beseeched her to offer a sac¬ 
rifice for her. “I fear the love of the King may be grow¬ 
ing cold toward me,” she said. 

La Voisin saw a superb opportunity to impress her 
circle of followers with her great powers. If she were to 
have the Kings mistress as her living altar, the nobility 
of France would force their gold upon her for love phil¬ 
ters and regenerative lotions. The Satanist set forth her 
terms, and Madame de Montcspan agreed without hesi¬ 
tation. 

On the night of the ritual sacrifice, the vast under¬ 
ground chamber beneath La Voisin’s herb shop was 
crowded with robed figures whose hoods shadowed the 
faces of some of the wealthiest and most influential mem¬ 
bers of the French nobility. 

Madame de Montespan loosened the clasps of her robe 
and walked to the black altar in complete nudity. The 
royal mistress laid her voluptuous body upon the altar, 
spread wide her arms and legs. A black-robed acolyte 
placed a flickering black candle in each of her upturned 
palms, a chalice in the hollow of her naked stomach. 

Then the fat, bloated, Abbe Guilborg appeared, plac¬ 
ing himself between the open legs of the living altar. 
The priest combined his public role of man of God with 
his private devotion to Satan. 

In an obscene service that was a reverse rendering of 
the Catholic Mass, the priest enjoined Satan to look with 
favor upon their sacrifice. The book of blasphemous 
prayers was bound in human skin. The incense was min¬ 
gled with an obnoxious substance so that it would emit 
a foul odor. The “holy water” was urine. Tonight the 
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hose was true host, stolen from a church and desecrated 
with filth; on other occasions, it might have been a toad 
or a turnip. The offering was a baptized baby. 

As the squalling infant was raised aloft by the Abbe 
Guilborg, La Voisin stepped forward and deftly slashed 
its throat. The babe’s pitiful death cries were drowned 
out by the frantic entreaties of Madame de Montespan: 
“My holy Satan ... I implore that the love of the King 
be mine alone . . . may the friendship of Monseigneur 
the Dauphin always be mine . . . may the Queen be al¬ 
ways barren . . . may the King forsake the bed of all 
others for mine. . . 

As the royal mistress w'rithed in the blood of the sac¬ 
rificed child, the wretched little corpse was handed 
to La Voisin, who tossed it into the hungry mouth of the 
waiting oven. 

When an accomplished detective named Desgrez dis¬ 
covered the Satanic cult that flourished in La V oisin’s 
underground chamber, he readied his officers for a raid. 
Then he discovered the number and the high rank of La 
Voisin’s celebrants. He prepared a list of the names and 
took it at once to his superior, La Reynie, secret head of 
the Chambre Ardcnte. 

King Louis XIV, eager sponsor of the Chambre, sud¬ 
denly found himself in a politically precarious position. 
He was pledged to assist the Chambre, it was true; but 
now he was stunned to discover that not only were sev¬ 
eral of his court favorites actively involved in the mad 
womans Black Masses, but that his own mistress had 
served as a living altar to Satan. 

The King could see, even without the counsel of Ids 
advisers, that such an exposure of the decadence of court 
life would lead to revolution. With such knowledge to 
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guide him, Louis XIV set about sabotaging his own 
judicial system. He decreed that, while La Voisin must 
indeed be immediately tortured, the Inqnisirioners need 
nor apply undue pain. While a warrant went out for La 
Voisin’s arrest, rumors of the impending raid were sur- 
reptiously planted where the proper ears would hear 
them, and there was a gap of enough time before the 
raid actually took place to allow certain Satan-worship- 
ing aristocrats to leave the country for extended visits 
abroad. 

Officers who led the raid on La Voisin’s Satanic cham¬ 
bers were instructed to burn all her records. The King 
himself put the flame to all incriminations against Madame 
de Montespan. All evidence which pointed to the in¬ 
volvement of court personalities was destroyed. All those 
who might testify to satanic practices of the nobility were 
put to the stake. 

It took Louis nearly a year to draw up all the loose ends 
on the Satanist cult. Now that all the indiscriminate no¬ 
bility were safely ensconced abroad, all the records had 
been destroyed, and all of the witch’s living collaborators 
in Paris had been put to the stake, La Voism could at last 
come to trial. 

As she was put to the extreme torture on February 
19, 1680, La Voisin boastfully shrieked that she had sac¬ 
rificed over 2,500 infants to her lord Satan. Although she 
shouted the names of the many court figures who had 
joined her in celebrating the Black Mass, only testimony 
concerning those who had already been condemned was 
recorded. 

On February 23rd, La Voisin was brought to the stake. 
Unrepentant to her last breath, she sang ribald songs, 
cursed the orthodox clergy, called down the wrath of 
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Satan upon all those present, and kicked burning straw 
into the faces of those in the crowd who ventured too 
near her fiery witch's prye. 

Do such persons as La Voisin exist today? Oh, indeed 
they do. 

In 1961, a lithe, long-legged, fair-haired, beautiful 
nineteen-year-old call girl named Maria Novotny con¬ 
fessed to being a member of a Black Magic Satanist cult 
in London. She had been initiated into the circle by her 
husband, Horace Dibben, who had, in turn, become a dis¬ 
ciple of the devil at the close of World War II when a 
beautiful redhead had introduced him to the secret meet¬ 
ings. 

Dibben described the cult for readers in Great Britain 
through a number of newspaper articles, and recounted 
in detail how he, a former officer in the R.A.F., had 
been initiated. 

“My clothes were ripped from me and flung into a 
comer. I stood facing Sisera [the redhead] who also be¬ 
gan to take off her clothes. Three huge wooden trays 
were placed between her and myself. On the first was 
the head of a newly killed ewe. The rest of the remains 
were piled on the other two trays." 

Then Dibben told his readers how he was forced to 
join the redhead in performing the “most barbaric and 
bestial ceremony in which all human senses were de¬ 
graded” on the trays of viscera. When the members of 
the cult had been properly stimulated by the spectacle, 
they slipped off their black robes and engaged in 
. . the most outrageous expressions of lewdness it is 
possible to imagine.” 

As his final indignity, Dibben was branded with the 
devil's mark; in this case, the cult sign of an arrow. 
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Once initiated, the former R.A.F. officer became an 


eager participant in Black Magic sex orgies which were 
held throughout England. Before the celebrants were 
permitted to indulge themselves in free and uninhibited 
sexual expression, however, a ceremony based on a per¬ 
verse rendering of rhe Roman Catholic Mass would be 
conducted. Some of these ceremonies, Dibben writes, 


were conducted beside opened graves. 


The modern Satanist became revolted with the cult 
when, on one of Satan’s special nighrs, two members of 
the coven offered their teenaged daughter for human sac¬ 
rifice. The sect assembled on a lonely hillside and the girl 
was stripped naked and spreadeagled against a tree. 

“The ghostly hooded spectators on the hillside waited 
in excitement until the hour of climax,” the Satanist re¬ 
members. ‘‘Then, when the moon had reached its 


height, a tall figure in a white robe stepped forward and 
released a maddened and specially trained ram wirh a 
quick knife slash at the rope. There was a scream. Then 
deadly silence. And the girl's blood flowed into the 
heather.” 

Dibben swore that from that night on, he had disas¬ 
sociated himself completely from the Satanists. One can¬ 
not help doubting his good intentions. The whole story 
came to light when his call-girl wife, Maria, was arrested 
by vice officers, who found her purse full of Satanic sym¬ 
bols and torture devices. 

In June, 1963, in Ciudad Victoria, Mexico, federal po¬ 
lice rounded up the members of a cult that had been re¬ 
sponsible for at least six human sacrifices. The victims 
had had their hearts ripped from their living bodies in 
what appeared to have been a grisly combination of an¬ 
cient Aztec sacrificial rituals and European Satanism. 

Recently, Anton La Vey, founder of the First Satanic 
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Church of the U.S.A., performed an expurgated version 
of a Satanist ritual on N.B.C.’s Tonight. Although host 
Johnny Carson reflected the amusement most of the 
audience felt during the display of word-waving and 
mumbled incantations, La Vey told the comedian that 
he was devilishly serious about his sect. 

When La Vey performed a wedding in his Satanic 
Church, a former San Francisco brothel, he held ail open- 
house for newspaper and television reporters and photog¬ 
raphers. The bride was dressed in scarlet, and La Vey 
conducted the ceremony in a black cape with a red hood 
from which two white horns protruded. The redhead 
who served as the living altar wore nothing. 

“An altar shouldn’t be a cold, unyielding slab of sterile 
stone or wood,’ La Vey told newsmen. “It should be a 
symbol of enthusiastic lust and indulgence.” 

La Vey encourages converts to his Satanic Church 
to forget the Ten Commandments. “The seven deadly 
sins are actually virtues," he advises, “because they ail 
lead to physical or mental gratification. Before he can be 
good to anyone else, a person must learn to be good to 
himself.” 

By way of contrast to such self-indulgent logic, Ray¬ 
mond Bucldand, Director of the Long Island Museum of 
Witchcraft and himself a High Priest of a witch coven, 
expresses the view's of the Old Religion in the October, 
1968, issue of Beyond. 

“There is no kissing of goat’s buttocks, spitting on 
crosses, or any of the other nonsense associated with 
witchcraft in the popular mind. Ours is a religion Like 
any other in that we are a group of people meeting to¬ 
gether to worship in our particular way. We have prayers 
and chants; wc go through different ceremonies at dif¬ 
ferent times of the year; we do good, so far as wc arc 

164 





able, and we abhor and fight evil . . . We believe 
whatever we do will return threefold in this life 
good to someone and you will receive three times 
much good in return. But do evil and that, too, will re¬ 
turn triple. I here is no inducement for a witch to do 
evil.” 

To reiterate this author s point of contention: I do not 
advocate either witchcraft or Satanism as a religion or 
as a way of life. I have been compelled, however, to util¬ 
ize this chapter as medium to permit the reader to dis¬ 
tinguish between the primitive religious expression of 
witchcraft and the obscene black passions of Satanism. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT: Love in the Spirit World 


Demon lovers, incubi, succubi, sexual intercourse with 
ghosts of the deceased—such claims come not only 
from a superstition-wracked and sexually tormented Mid¬ 
dle Ages, but from our own time. However one chooses 
to interpret such reports, as manifestations of the Un¬ 
known or as the most startling examples of sexual psy¬ 
chopathology, one is again confronted with dramatic in¬ 
stances in which the vibrant lifeforce of man serves 
as catalyst for some most astounding phenomena. 

According to tradition the incubi (male) and the suc¬ 
cubi (female), demons that lust after mortals, were 
bom as a result of Adam's sexual relations with Lilith, a 
beautiful devil, often said to have been his first wife, or 
in some versions, a “fantasy wife.” If Lilith were but the 
personification of Adam’s sensual imagination, then liis 
intercourse with her would have been nothing more than 
masturbation. In such an interpretation, the incubi and 
succubi would have been bom of our first father’s spilled 
seed and developed as children of a mortal father and 
his fantasized sex partner. Modern occultists theorize that 
the lusty human imagination, when excited by strong 
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sexual daydreams and fantasies, ejaculates an ethereal 
sperm which provides the seed for succubi and incubi. 

In the Middle Ages, theologians warned against mas¬ 
turbation on the grounds that waiting demons stood ready 
to transport the wasted semen for their own nefarious 
purposes. Nocturnal emissions were interpreted as the 
work of succubi, who excited sleeping males to the point 
of ejaculation. 

I he incubi and succubi played an important and dra¬ 
matic role in the history of the Inquisition, as the reader 
might already have guessed. The Tribunal must have 
listened with commingled attitudes of disgust and fas¬ 
cination as a female witch told of the pain of having in¬ 
tercourse with her incubus and described his large, cold 
penis that brought a total chill to the flesh until it was 
well within her. Then, according to the witch, her belly 
would be set aflame. The male witches likewise described 
the vaginas of their succubi to he as ice. 

The lusty incubi often seduced unsuspecting women 
by appearing to them in the guise of their husbands or 
lovers. To the male, the succubi usually manifested 
themselves as beautiful women. As might be expected, 
the Christian hermits in their lonely desert hovels and 
the monks in their pentiential cells were constantly har¬ 
assed by sensuous succubi, who sought to tempt them 
into committing carnal sin. Likewise were certain nuns 
afflicted with persistent incubi, who tried to persuade 
them to break their vows of chastity. The epidemics of 
demon possession and erotomania, which swept such 
convents as those of Loudun, Louviers, Auxonne, and Aix- 
cn-Provcnce, have become classic cases of sexual hys¬ 
teria. 

The incubus could prove to be a very jealous lover, 
and an oft-told case to prove this point is that of the 
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mother of Guibert of Nogent in the eleventh century. 
The good woman was possessed of an incubus, but she 
spurned her demon lover and married a human husband. 
The furious incubus cursed her husband and made him 
impotent for seven years. During those years when her 
husband was unable to perform his marital duties, the 
demon sat on the marriage bed and cither laughed at the 
incapacitated male or volunteered to perform in his 
stead. It is recorded that the good Christian husband 
managed to break the demon’s curse by nightly persever¬ 
ance; but, shortly thereafter, he was sent off to war and 
was forced to leave his wife vulnerable. The demon 
wasted no time. On the very first night of her husband's 
absence, the incubus was under the bedclothes, trying 
to resume his sexual hold on the woman. With the help 
of fervent prayers to the Virgin, the good woman was 
able to keep her demon lover at bay until her husband re¬ 
turned to the marriage bed. 

The November, 1967, issue of Ray Palmer’s Forum 
magazine carried an article by an anguished husband in 
Virginia who told of “The Demon That Stole My Wife." 

Pat Fox writes that when his wife, Yevonna, was preg¬ 
nant with their first child, she had nightmares in which 
she claimed that a demon was trying to possess her, to 

. . take up residence inside her." 

According to Fox, Yevonna described the demon as 
appearing in two forms . . one of them being a man 
very much like myself, the other a creature with a hu¬ 
man face, a cat's body and tail, an eagle's legs and talons 
and a bat’s leather)' wings. This apparition never spoke 
to her . . . but strange ideas ran through her head when 
he made an appearance . . . [that] I was responsible 
for her misery. . . 
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When Yevonna began expressing an overwhelming 
urge to destroy things, Fox took his wife to see Dr. White 
and Dr. Marion Love, two psycliiatriscs who practiced at 
Danville, Virginia. Both men declared the woman to be 
physically healthy and mentally sound. 

After the first child was bom, the Foxes moved to Nor¬ 
folk, Virginia, where Fox became employed as a writer 
and announcer at a local radio station. His wife per¬ 
sisted in her exclamations that a demon appeared to her, 
and when she continued in tliis belief after the birth of 
their second child. Fox feared that she had developed 
schizophrenia. A second personality seemed to take pos¬ 
session of Yevonna on occasions, and, in 1952, her doctor 
advised Fox to have her committed in an institution for 
the mentally ill. 

When they appeared in court for a hearing before a 
Judge of the Norfolk Police Court, however, Yevonna 
“spoke brilliantly in defense of her sanity” and “man¬ 
aged to bring apparent discredit to the testimony of sev¬ 
eral witnesses.” The Court found the evidence to be in¬ 
sufficient to commit her and terminated the hearing. 

Fox could not dismiss the strong feelings of apprehen¬ 
sion which tormented him, and such fears were soon jus¬ 
tified when Yevonna became a veritable devil, picking 
fights with neighbors, behaving cruelly toward the chil¬ 
dren, until the landlord asked that they leave. Fox felt 
that he could no longer trust his wife with their children, 
so he placed the two girls at Saint Mary’s Infant Home 
in Norfolk and rented a small farm where he might be 
alone with Yevonna and attempt simply to weather her 
illness. 

In a motel, while they were waiting for the farm to 
be vacated, Fox was suddenly awakened one night by 
the sound of his wife speaking to someone in stilted Eng- 
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lish. “Thou foul, tormenting fiend! Is there no rest from 
thee this side of the tomb? Thou hast taken my children 
and made an enemy of my husband . . . Get thee hence, 
Demon! Leave us alone!” 

Fox stared into the darkness in the direction in which 
Yevonna was staring. Then he saw it, . . an enormous, 
faintly luminescent face of greenish hue. It had a deathly 
appearance, with grev-blue lips, dry-looking white fangs 
and flowing greyish hair. But its orange-colored eyes 
glowed feverishly, and it leered down with quite a lively 
and human lustfulness upon the half-naked person of my 
lovely wife. . . 

When Fox had shaken off enough of his fear and be¬ 
wilderment to snap on the bedlamp, the demon vanished 
with an “unearthly sigh that shook the room.” 

Fox's story ends tragically with his wife committed to 
the Western State Hospital at Staunton, Virginia, her 
diagnosis, paranoid schizophrenia. 

“The doctors at Western State say she is one of the 
most unusual cases they have on record,” Fox writes. 
“Her symptoms don't fit the books as well as those of 
most schizophrenics, her degree of personality disinte¬ 
gration being small in comparison with others of her 
type . . . Personally I can't help believing in the reality 
of Yevonna's demon. Perhaps it is silly and superstitious 
of me, though the greatest of all books, the Bible, sup¬ 
ports my theory that there truly is a demon involved here 
and that he might be cast out. ...” 

A demon or a poltergeist? Could the incubi and suc- 
cubi be bom of the same sexual frustrations and diffi¬ 
culties in marital adjustment which incubate and hatch 
the noisy and destructive “bundle of projected repres¬ 
sions” we know as the rambunctious polgergeist? 

In April of 1533, according to records, an incubus be- 
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came insanely jealous when he discovered his human mis¬ 
tress in the arms of the son of the tavern-keeper at Schilt- 
tach, near Freiburg. In his rage, the incubus not only set 
the tavern ablaze, but he burned the entire village to the 
ground, 

How very much like an incendiary poltergeist. 

In my Real Ghosts, Restless Spirits , and Haunted 
Minds y I recast the classic poltergeist of Amherst, Nova 
Scoria, as a demon lover. 

The unconscious agent of the poltergeist activity, Es¬ 
ther Cox, became ill after an attempted seduction of a 
most brutal and violent nature. Her would-be-scducer, 
a laborer at the shoe factory, left town the next morning, 
but the memory of what he had sought to do to Esther 
remained with the sensitive girl. 

Shortly thereafter, in January of 1879, Esther awakened 
her sister Jennie with the alarming announcement that 
there was a mouse in bed with them. Although it was not 
discovered that night, on the next evening the “mouse” 
became so lively that it began to toss objects about the 
bedroom. 

Daniel Teed, the girls’ brother-in-law, who provided 
them with room and board, was not at all pleased when 
the girls disturbed his sleep with their screams of terror. 
He was even less pleased on the following night when 
Esther’s body began to swell as if it were being inflated 
with air. While Olive, his wife, fussed ov r cr her sister’s 
condition, Daniel was more concerned about the knock¬ 
ing and thudding on the walls. 

On the third night, the swelling of Esther’s body 
seemed to preface the flying bedclothes and the knocks on 
the wails. Teed resolved that he would summon a doctor 
to prescribe some nostrum for such a bizarre ailment. 

On that fourth night, as the doctor stood beside Es- 
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ther’s bed, an invisible hand began to write on the wall 
over the girl’s headboard. When the phantom penman 
had completed his work, the doctor and the frightened 
household were able to read the ominous words, “Esther 
Cox, you are mine to kill.” 

On the fifth night, the doctor administered a powerful 
sedative to the teenager. Although Esther was soon deep 
in slumber, a pounding began on the roof that sounded as 
though someone had made a present of a sledge hammer 
to a madman. 

For the next three weeks, the doctor visited Esther as 
often as three times a day. Then one night as she lay 
sleeping, she babbled out the story of her attempted se¬ 
duction. When Olive conjectured that the ghost that was 
haunting her might be the spirit of the would-be-seduccr 
who had either been killed or. perhaps, committed sui¬ 
cide in a sense of guilt, the walls shook with loud knocks, 
as if providing an affirmative answer to her theory. 
The doctor and Jennie worked out a simple system of 
communication via raps on the wall, and Esther s demon 
lover became a full-time tenant in the Teed household. 

The afflictions visited upon the family by the poltcr- 
geist-incubus were many and extraordinarily varied. One 
day the entity informed Jennie that it meant to burn the 
house down; and at once, balls of fire began to fall from 
the ceiling. After three days of ceaseless incendiary ac¬ 
tivity, Teed asked his sister-in-law to leave his house¬ 
hold. 

The teenager passed from home to home until, at last, 
the psychic storm seemed to have passed during her stay 
with a good-natured farmer and his wife. When Teed ac- 
quiesed to Olive’s entreaties and permitted Esther to re¬ 
turn, he was rewarded for his change of heart by a re¬ 
newed campaign of violent phenomena. 
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At this point Walter HubbcB. an American actor 
and stage magician, requested permission to lodge with 
the Teeds and observe the phenomena ir first hand. The 
spirits took an instant dislike to the boarder, who had 
come to “exorcise” them, and Hubbeli spent most of his 
five weeks in the haunted house dodging rumbling furni¬ 
ture and airborne objects. At the same rime, as if it were 
jealous of the stranger, Esther began to receive torturous 
personal abuse from the entity. 

After an ill-conceived plan of Hubbell's to put the 
phenomena on the stage. Teed ordered both his lodger 
and his sister-in-law out of his house forever. Teed re¬ 
turned to the United Staces to write a bestselling book 
about the Amherst mystery. Esther sought employment 
as a hired-girl on a farm. She had not worked there 
long when her demon lover grew jealous of a farmhand 
and burned down her employer’s barn. The jury grew 
impatient with the teenager’s story that it was her ghost, 
not she, who had set the barn on fire and sentenced her 
to a jail term. There are no further recorded instances of 
demonic activity surrounding Esther Cox after the barn¬ 
burning incident. It is known that she married twice, bore 
a son from each union, and passed away in Brockton, 
Massachusetts in 1912. 

Was Esther beset by an incubus, or did she serve as the 
energy center for a poltergeist? In my Real Ghost\ Rest¬ 
less Spirits , and Haunted Minds, I theorize: “The mas¬ 
ochistic, agent-directed torments suffered by Esther seem 
to fortify the thesis that her ‘demon-lover’ was but a pro¬ 
jection of her own psyche, which had been set in motion 
by her confusion toward sexual matters. The ominous 
words, ‘Esther Cox, you are mine to kill,’ indicate the ter¬ 
rible inner hostility the girl was directing toward her own 
person. 
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. . It seems probable that Esther may have had 
strongly ambivalent feelings toward her brother-in-law 
(Daniel Teed]. She seems ro have been somewhat fright-, 
ened of the man and undoubtedly paid him a great deal of 
respect. Against her conscious wishes she may have felt 
sexually aroused by living in his house, and she may have 
increased her feelings of sexual guilt by imagining her¬ 
self in the role of her married sister, Olive, and thereby 
vicariously enjoying sex with Daniel Teed. . . . 

“The arrival of Walter Hubbell, certainly a romantic 
figure to any small-town girl, was immediately greeted 
with violent phenomena, which produced as many at¬ 
tacks upon Esther as they did upon the actor. . . . 
Again, it seems that the dashing and confident actor 
would be most capable of bringing Esther’s cauldron of 
sexual confusion to the boiling point. 5 ’ 

In his book Between Two Worlds , Dr. Nandor Fodor 
tells of a modern struggle with an incubus which began 
for him on January 28, 1961, after he had appeared on a 
television program. A young woman contacted him by 
telephone and made an appointment to see him. 

The young woman, whom he calls “Jean,” did not 
know until she arrived at his office that Fodor was a psy¬ 
choanalyst. She knew only of his interest in the paranor¬ 
mal and his acceptance of things beyond the ken of the 
average man. She impressed Dr. Fodor with her pica that 
she needed help, and he became most interested in her 
highly unusual case. 

Jean had been corresponding with a famous young 
man who had died shortly after his Thirty-fourth birthday. 
On the day of “John’s” death, Jean told Dr. Fodor that 
she had felt a presence in her bedroom and had the im¬ 
pression of a voice in her mind which said: “I am not 
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dead.” Then there came pressures on her body, in¬ 
dentations on the bedspread from an invisible body, 
intimate caresses from unseen fingers. According to the 
young woman, she . . felr his manhood, accepted his 
lovemaking and experienced an ectasy from which ‘wild 
horses would not drag her away.’ ” 

After a few sessions of supernatural lovemaking, the 
full impact of the situation struck Jean and she sought 
to protect herself by prayer. When she first visited the 
psychoanalyst, she wore “an iron crucifix, wrapped in 
soft paper, over her vulnerable part. ... It was a heavy 
crucifix', at least five to six inches long. ... It was the 
crudest chastity belt that anyone could devise. . . 

John, her demon lover, had begun to diagnose Jean’s 
ills and prescribe drugs later found to be proper medica¬ 
tions for such health problems. In addition, he hovered 
over her while she worked (Jean was a freelance writer) 
and sometimes supplied a word or two w hen she was un¬ 
decided over proper phrasing. Although such services 
might possibly be considered as beneficial by those of a 
certain mental and emotional makeup, no woman could 
tolerate the possessive jealousy of a demon lover. John 
raised a psychic storm whenever Jean would date, and 
he would be all over her upon her return home. 

Jean said that John had an odd odor, “a male sex odar,” 
and she insisted chat she could feel his body, “very light 
and exceedingly hot.” The crucifix seemed to act as a 
deterrent against his sexual advances, but when she took 
a bath, he would be there to rub his maleness into her. 

Jean told her unseen lover that he was using her as a 
prostitute and that she resented it. The ghost answered 
that he loved her. “That does not make any difference,” 
she had answered Iiim. “You are in one world, I am in 
another!” 
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The young woman claimed that she had found many 
evidences which proved to her that her invisible lover 
was truly the surviving personality of the famous young 
man. John had written a number of autobiographical 
books before his death, and Jean was able to find several 
details about his earthly life which she could check in 
her conversations with the entity. 

Jean did not tell her parents of her unearthly lover 
until after her first session with Dr. Fodor. The psycho¬ 
analyst convinced her that she would not be able to rid 
herself of the unwanted sexual advances of John’s ghost 
unless she had the help of those who held her welfare 
most dear. Later, Jean’s mother testified that she had seen 
the indentations that the ghost’s body made on her 
daughter’s bed, and on several occasions, she had spent 
the night in Jean’s room, attempting to keep the insatiable 
demon lover from sexually molesting the bedeviled 
girl. 

Jean confessed to Dr. Fodor that she had not sought 
to deter John’s ghost during their initial sessions of biz¬ 
arre lovemaking. “I thought he was a good person and 
. . . would not harm me. Afrer a while, however, I felt 
mesmerized. I began to fight him and he became violent. 
I was, by this time, repelled and disgusted . . . Now he 
is repugnant to me.” 

Jean had concluded that John had been a very dif¬ 
ferent person from what the public had believed him to 
be. While alive, John had pretended to be a devout Cath¬ 
olic, but Jean claimed that he had even come to annoy 
her sexually while she sat in church. 

4 

Finally, through a series of attempted exorcisms on 
the part of spirit mediums, John became less of a nui¬ 
sance and terror to Jean. In March of 1962, when Dr. 
Fodor last heard from her, she was at peace. The spirit 
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still returned on occasion, but his visits were no longer 
sexually motivated. 

Dr. Fodor concludes: “Whatever role her own love 
starvation may have played in the story, whatever latent 
psychic gifts grew on her physiological malfunctions, 
the reality'' of her tale of horror—shared by her whole 
household—cannot be doubted.” 

Others who have conducted a love affair with an un¬ 
seen spirit have reacted in a manner quite different from 
the woman which Dr. Fodor has described. Abram James, 
one of the most successful operators of oil wells in the 
early days of rhe petroleum business, became a million¬ 
aire by talcing the advice of his clever “Lalah.” 

Lalah had been with James for many years, giving him 
advice, comforting him in various ways, until, one day in 
1867, when he was riding in a carriage with three friends 
midway between Titusville and Pithole, Pennsylvania, 
she whispered in his ear and really proved her worth. 
James let out a whoop of delight and bounded out of the 
carriage. 

His friends looked at one another in astonishment. 
One moment Abram had been sitting quietly in the car¬ 
riage engaging them in polite conversation, and the next, 
he was leaping over fences and running about in a 
farmer’s field. 

“Dig here!” James was saying by the time his friends 
had caught up to him. “Lalah, bless her ethereal beauty, 
says to dig here. Oil lies beneath the surface. Throw in 
with me! We’ll buy up this farmer’s land and we’ll all be 
rich!” 

His stern-faced companions thought that Abram James 
had gone mad. They were not about to lose their shirts 
on the say-so of some spook. Abram James could not be 
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dcrerred by his friends' less-rhan-enthusiasric reception 
of his beloved Lalah’s advice, fie dug a penny out of his 
pocket and stuck it into the soft earth. “There is where 
I’ll dig my first oil well, gentlemen,” he said. “Right 
where Lalah says the black stuff lies!” 

Abram James borrowed money and purchased the 
farm land. Encouraged by the whispers of his ever-pres¬ 
ent Lalah, he went deeper into debt in order to erect an 
oil well at the spot where his seductive succubus had told 
him to leave the penny. The scoffing and the laughing 
ceased on that day when James’ first oil well pumped up 
130 barrels of crude oil. 

In Abram James’ long and prosperous career, his 
competitors marveled at the man's uncanny ability to 
ferret out petroleum deposits. The records remain for 
those who would doubt: Lalah, the financially astute suc¬ 
cubus, is known to have produced only one dry well. 

This author wonders if the demon lover might not be 
an inner-dirccted poltergeist—a psychokinctically pro¬ 
jected personification of that dark, inaccessible part of 
the psyche in which resides the center of primitive in¬ 
stincts and the drive for sexual gratification. Perhaps a 
poltergeist becomes an incubus when its unconscious 
energy center has passed puberty and has either had pre¬ 
liminary sexual experience or else has thought a great 
deal about sex. The demon lover may cater to a particular 
psychic need brought about by the sexual frustration of 
the selfish, the self-centered, the narcissistic, who, be¬ 
cause of their inner-directedness, fail to make a satisfac¬ 
tory sexual adjustment with a living love object and per¬ 
haps even prefer to fantasize a sex partner while mas¬ 
turbating. 

Perhaps the ancients were right. Perhaps it is the spilled 
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and misused seed that produces demons, demons born of 
misdirected sexual energy coupled with the frustrated 
creative drive of the subconscious. And maybe the oc¬ 
cultists were also correct when they theorized that men¬ 
tal ejaculation of ethereal sperm fertilizes an as yet un¬ 
named corner of man’s psyche rhar has the ability to 
spawn “projected bundles of repressions.” 
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CHAPTER NINE: Sex Life of the Psychic 


“There may be a relationship between sex and psychic 
phenomena,” John Pcndragon, England’s leading clair¬ 
voyant, responded when I put the question to him for a 
book we wrote in collaboration. “I believe that repressed 
sex can cause psychic phenomena. Psychics have much 
personal magnetism and a wide magnetic field. This 
often gives them a personality which some, not knowing 
otherwise, mistake for ‘sex appeal.’ It is just that some¬ 
thing extra. Musicians often have it, and some artists, but 
as real sensitives are so few, I have not enough samples 
to determine whether they are generally more sexy than 
nonsensitives. It seems likely that they may be.” 

To John Pendragon, the man whom many consider to 
be the most gifted seer of our time, it seems “likely” 
that those possessed of psychic gifts are generally more 
sexy than the nonsensitivc. Pcndragon resists making a 
definite statement because of his lack of samples. It is 
not, of course, the task of a clairvoyant to go about col¬ 
lecting such samples and interviews. Such a task belongs 
to the writer-researcher. 

“As soon as you start to give evidence of the fact that 
you have some ability to control psychic phenomena, all 

180 



the women want to get into bed with you,” a talented 
professional psychic told me. “They all seem to think 
that whatever you’ve got can rub off on them. And they 
must figure that the quickest way to get it rubbed into 
them is to crawl in the sack with you!” 

I asked him how he dealt with the problem of having a 
clientele so eager to partake of his energies and talents 
by bedroom osmosis. 

“Brad,” he sighed, “I simply tell them that for me, the 
physical plane scarcely exists. I tell them that I think of 
them all as my spiritual sisters. I see to it that I keep a 
spiritual Grand Canyon between these women and my¬ 
self. I couldn’t afford to start messing around this way, 
even if I wasn’t married. 

“Look, let’s, for the sake of discussion, say that I weak¬ 
ened just one time—and some of these women who come 
to me for psychic guidance are damned attractive—and 
took one of my clients to bed. Could she keep her mouth 
closed about it? You bet your sweet crystal ball she could 
not! Other clients would get pouty, and pretty soon I’d 
have to service a whole flock of them. 

“And then you know the next step, don’t you? Some 
smart young reporter would get wind of it; and I tell 
you, there’s always some reporter on my tail, trying to 
trip me up, trying to come up with something ‘hot’ in 
my background, trying to find some way to ‘expose’ me. 
1 say, let them try. You know me; you've tested me and 
agreed that my talents are genuine. But let a reporter get 
wind of the juicy tidbit that I was taking my clients to 
bed, and I’d be plastered all over the front pages. Wire 
sendees would pick it up and blow it all out of propor¬ 
tion. ‘Psychic Has Love Cult!’ ‘Psychic Conducts Satanic 
Sex-Rites!’ 

“Today, I have a hard time getting the newspapers to 
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give me any publicity. If I walked on water, they’d bring 
in some skeptical scientists to prove that my bones were 
hollow and my feet were made of sponge rubber. If I 
astrally projected myself to the President’s lap while he 
was making a televised speech to the nation, and then 
disappeared again in full view of the cameras, the news¬ 
papers would give the story a single-column head and 
bury it in the want-ads. 

“But let them hear that I tickled a client’s knee during 
a consultation, and the press would hold its own Inqui¬ 
sition and find me guilty of using my psychic talents as 
a cover for running a brothel, a white-slave ring, and a 
sex cult. No, Brad, my relationship with my clients is 
strictly professional!” 

A female medium told me that, as a young woman, she 
had been shocked to learn that so many of her male col¬ 
leagues were homosexuals. 

“I’ll never forget that time I walked into a seance par¬ 
lor at one of our summer camps with the supposition that 
the room was empty! Two men for whom I had always 
had the utmost respect were engaged in fellatio. I gasped 
and ran from the room. 

“Later, one of the men, whom I had known for several 
years and had come to regard almost as a father, drew me 
aside and begged to speak with me. He said that he 
was sorry that I had had to see him like that, but he told 
me that many years ago his spirit control had advised 
him never to marry. His control, who was a female 
entity, had warned him that she would leave him power¬ 
less if he took a living bride. His guide permitted him 
sexual release with men, however, and did not regard 
such liaisons as acts of infidelity'. 

“I don’t know if he was telling me the truth or not. 
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But I’m a lot older now, and less shocked by the world 
as it is. 

“Why are some male mediums homosexuals? I don’t 
know. Maybe it has something to do with their extreme 
sensitivity, and the fact that the very nature of their work 
causes them to draw away from conventional society and 
forces them to turn inward unto themselves. I’ve heard 
and read that there is a great deal of homosexuality among 
male dancers and actors and artists, and the like. Maybe 
these homosexual mediums aren’t really so different in 
their psychological make-up from those performers.’’ 

“You might call me a throw-back to the holy man of 
old,” a vigorous male medium told me. “If I know that I 
have an important demonstration coming up, I’ll abstain 
from all sexual relationships for as much as three weeks 
in advance. The more pent-up 1 am sexually, the better 
the phenomena seem to come.” 

I asked him, then, if he did not feel that there was a 
definite link-up between his sexual frustration and the 
production of psychic phenomena. 

“Definitely,” he agreed. “It's like the spirits, or what¬ 
ever it is. feeds on all that dammed up sexual energy.” 

Another medium, a female, disagreed violently with 
this point of view. 

“When one becomes involved in active spiritual work,” 
she told me, “one loses interest in sex. The development 
of the spiritual side of man simply reduces his desire, 
and if he should then force himself to indulge in sex, it 
would reduce his spiritual strength. I divorced my hus¬ 
band, because I became convinced that his sexual de¬ 
mands on my body were sapping my spiritual strength. 

1 have not had sexual intercourse in fifteen years, and 
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everyone in this camp can testify to my strong control 
over phenomena.” 


In his book, Eros and Evil, R.E.L. Masters tells of a 
young woman's bizarre encounter with a female medium 
with Lesbian proclivities. 

I he young woman had prevailed upon the medium 
for a private sitting after she had attended a number of 
group seances. The medium agreed after some hesitation, 
but she made it clear that her young client would have 
to promise to meet all stipulations. 

When the young woman arrived for her private sitting, 
she soon discovered that the first of the medium’s condi¬ 
tions was that they should both be completely naked for 
the session. After they had stripped, they sat down in 
upholstered chairs and faced one another just a few feet 
apart. 

When the medium had entered the trance state, the 
young woman was startled to see a strange vapor issuing 
from the medium’s vagina, . . a vapor that grew 
rapidly more solid, elongating and taking on a sinuous 
serpentine form.” 

The young woman was frightened, but at the same 
rime, rooted to her chair by a powerful fascination. As 
she watched, the phallic, ectoplasmic mass approached 
her. As if mesmerized, she spread her thighs and per¬ 
mitted the thing to enter her own vagina. As the mon¬ 
strous substance penetrated deep within her, the young 
woman felt an icy dread, but at the same time, a land of 
“unholy pleasure.” 

Then the room began to spin and the young woman 
fainted, the ectosplasmic penis, “icy cold, like an icicle,” 
lodged firmly in her vagina. 

When she regained consciousness, the medium 
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bending over her, attempting to force a nipple between 
the young woman’s lips. The seeker of esoteric wisdom 
was no longer fascinated by the bizarre promise of the 
private sitting. She managed to extricate herself from the 
medium’s embrace; and grabbing her clothes from a 
closet, she made her escape. 

The associations between mediumship and sex are 
manv. 

J 

The famous medium Eusapia Palladino was a buxom, 
lusty woman, who told risque tales of her invisible spirit 
lover. After the ecstasy and excitement of the seance— 
during which her pulse rate would climb to 120 or more 
—Eusapia would throw herself into the arms of male 
sitters and, in frank language, express her desire for 
intimate contacts of a decidedly nonspiritual nature. 

In Dr. Nandor Fodors Encyclopedia of Psychic 
Scic? 2 ce y ah entry tells of the seance conduced by Mme. 
D’Esperance in Helsingfors in 1893, where in Yolande, 
rhe medium’s lovely spirit guide, materialized only to be 
seized and raped in the darkness of the seance parlor. 
Mme. D'Esperance was ill for two years as a result of the 
attack. 

In his From the Unconscious to the Conscious, Dr. 
Gustave Geley expresses his opinion that the ectoplasmic 
forms materialized in mediumistic seances “arise from the 
same biological process as normal birth.’' 

Ectoplasm, according to Dr. Gelev, is joined to the 
medium by a “channel of nourishment,” just as the um¬ 
bilical cord joins the embryo to rhe maternal body. Dr. 
Geley testifies that he has seen materializations appear 
“wrapped in a membrane closely resembling die placental 
membrane.” 

Daniel Dunglass Home was perhaps one of the greatest 
mediums the world has ever known. The phenomena 

185 



under his control allowed him to float in and out of second 
story windows and to handle red-hot coals without rais¬ 
ing a blister. He was exhaustively examined by the most 
prestigious scientists on both sides of the Atlantic, and 
men of the caliber of Sir William Crookes and Dr. Robert 
Hare declared the phenomena of Home to be genuine. 
His clientele included Elizabeth Barrett Browning, 
Thackeray, Napoleon III, the Empress Eugenie, and Mark 
Twain. 

It has always remained a mystery, however, why Eliza¬ 
beth Browning could be so enamored of the medium, 
while her husband, Robert, could harbor such a public 
hatred of the man. Eric Dingwall believes that he has 
deduced the answer. In his chapter on Home in Some 
Hmnati Oddities , Dingwall writes: “It was, I think, 
something that today we should take little notice of, but 
in those days was considered something very dreadful. 
Home was one of those individuals whose sexual inclina¬ 
tions were at times somewhat inverted. His friendships 
and dealings with young men were such as to arouse sus¬ 
picion. . . . My own view, for which there is now con¬ 
siderable evidence, is that Home was homosexually in¬ 
clined but rarely, if ever, allowed his inclinations any 
practical expression. . . 

If, as Dingwall suggests, Home kept his internal con¬ 
flict at least partly repressed, the repression may ex¬ 
plain the dramatic functioning of his mediumisric talents. 
Such a sexual conflict may also give the following ac¬ 
count a more significant meaning than the one its author 
intended. 

On Monday, September 25, 1854, Mr. F. C. Andrue 
called on a home in which D. D. Home was spending 
the night. Andrue was astonished at the phenomena 
which he witnessed, and his hosts, seeing his intense inter- 
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cst in the demonstration, invited him to spend the night. 
Andme ended up sharing a room with the medium. In 
a letter to The Republican , Andme writes: 

“After leisurely undressing, putting out the light and 
retiring to bed, we soon began to hear faint raps, which 
rapidly increased in power and number, till the walls, 
floor, and bedstead fairly shook with strokes. . . . Soon 
came other noises, and the bed began to move across the 
floor. Having before witnessed so many wonders, I was 
not frightened, though Mr. Home seemed to be so, hold¬ 
ing on to me with both hands and begging with all his 
might that the bedstead should he stopped. . . 

Was Home really beseeching the spirits, with which 
he was so accustomed, to cease their horseplay and quit 
the room? Or was he, as he held on to Andrue with both 
hands, in the same bed, in the darkness, earnestly entreat¬ 
ing another demon, that of homosexuality, to leave him 
in peace? And was it that same conflict of flesh and spirit 
that drew the entities out of the darkness and despair of 
his tormented psyche? 

In his book The Haunted Mind , Dr. Nandor Fodor 
quotes Baron Schrenk-Notzing’s account of the medium- 
ship of Willie Schneider. “With the increase of phe¬ 
nomena the bodily movements became strong, the colonic 
shakings became more powerful, cramplike, the pulse 
flew up and the respiration grew labored. Perspiration 
stood on the forehead of the medium. The whole process 
is very much like a birth process. Biologically, the erotic 
activity is unmistakable.” 

Dr. W. Osborne, a nerve specialist, who also sat with 
Schneider, observed that all the phenomena produced 

. . point to happenings which hang together with the 
sexual sphere of the medium ... the cramplike increase 
of the totality of bodily energies, the rhythm of his move- 
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ments, his great genera! excitement which strives to reach 
a high point . . . speak for the idea that these things 
somehow hang together with his sex.” 

General Joseph Peter gave an account of a sitting with 
Schneider in which the medium pressed against him, 
trembling and moaning as if in sexual spasm. Writhing in 
obvious erotic ecstasy, the medium began to bite the 
General on his arm. Schneider was at the rime possessed 
by his female spirit guide, “Mina." and she was made to 
cease her sexual byplay with General Peter only after 
emphatic requests. 

Dr. Fodor comments that if “Mina” is considered 
a true spirit, then she behaved very much like a succubus 
to the General. If, however, one "considers a spirit con¬ 
trol to be an offshoot of the medium’s personality, then 
the attentions forced upon General Peter are of a" homo- 
sexual nature. 


One of the nation's leading mediums agreed with my 
thesis that there is a definite relationship between sexual 
expression and the functioning of one's psychic or 
mediumisric abilities. 

Mediumistic phenomena is most certainly related to 
sex,' she said. “Many psychics, unforunately, become 
sexual deviates from frustration, mental disturbances, and, 
perhaps, from the constant need to sublimate the enor¬ 
mous amount of psychic energy which constantly bom- 
bards them.” 

“God wants us to enjoy sex.” said a psychic counselor, 
who expressed yet another viewpoint. “1 "must have good 
sex expression if my psychic and mediumistic abilities 
are to function properly. Thank God, my husband, an 
excellent medium, shares rids philosophy. We make it a 
practice to ‘warm’ each other up before a psychic session 
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and to ‘regenerate’ one another after a seance or an ex¬ 
tensive period of consultation. 

“When wc arc at home, we may do this conveniently. 
However, at summer camp, when we are called upon to 
give readings or seances in the afternoon as well as in the 
evening, it becomes rather obvious ro the others what we 
are doing in our cabin immediately before and after each 
session. 

“‘Hey, don’t go in there,’ wc once heard someone 
call to a party who was about to knock on our door, 
‘they’re busy recharging each other’s batteries!”’ 

It may well be that if “batteries” are not recharged 
and if the life force cannot be creatively and naturally 
discharged through the sex organs, the demons, monsters, 
and things that go bump in the night which comprise 
the “supernatural" are given psychic life and energy to 
plague the very souls who arc already tortured with the 
anguish of sexual confusion. 
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CHAPTER TEN: The Id, ESP, or 

the Unknown? 


Writing in the February, 1968, issue of Psychology 
Today, Rollo May states in his provocative article, 11 1 he 
Daemonic: Love'and Death," that he defines the dae¬ 
monic as . . any natural function in the individual 
which has the power of taking over the whole person.” 

In May’s definition: . . Eros is the daemon which 

constitutes man’s creative spirit, the drive that not only 
impels him to sexual union and to other forms of love, but 
also incites in him the yearning for knowledge and drives 
him to seek union with the truth, to become poet or artist, 
or scientist. Sex and eros, anger and rage, and the crav¬ 
ing for power are daemonic and thus either creative or 
destructive. When this power goes awry, and one element 
takes over the total personality, we see ‘daemon posses¬ 
sion,* the traditional term through history for psychosis. 
Then we see the destructive activities of the daemonic 
which are the reverse side of its constructive vitality.” 

Throughout this book, the author has attempted to 
demonstrate how Eros (sex) denied, frustrated, and re¬ 
pressed, has precipitated the psychic dissociation respon¬ 
sible for alleged supernatural occurrences. This dissoci¬ 
ated mental fragment, motivated by primitive ideas and* 
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desires, generally derives its energy source from the 
erotic recesses of the soul and, being the result of frus¬ 
trated sexual and creative activity, represents the destruc¬ 
tive, the violent, and the perverse side of man’s tran¬ 
scendent level of mind. The author has also hoped to es¬ 
tablish that this dissociated mental fragment, this “pro¬ 
jected bundle of repressions,'’ is a product of man’s 
psyche, and is thereby capable of ignoring die conven¬ 
tional barriers of Time and Space. It may behave as a child 
or an ignorant person and toss objects about the room and 
1 mash pieces of furniture. It may form other voices and 
, other personalities. It may personify itself as a “demon 
. lover.” It may express itself in the grisly psythosis of vam¬ 
pire, werewolf, or ghoul. 

There seems to be a definite relationship between the 
sex drive and ESP, and this is apparently borne out even 
in the sterile atmosphere of the laboratory. It has been 
demonstrated that, on the average, a man is more ef¬ 
fective as an agent (sender) of a telepathic impression 
and a woman is more effective as a percipient (receiver). 
Laboratory tests have also shown that percipients of either 
sex usually achieve better results if the agent is of the op¬ 
posite sex. Such correlations seem to apply to spontaneous 
instances of telepathy and psychic phenomena as well as 
to roles assumed for laboratory testing. 

The rhythms and climaxes of a spiritistic seance seem 
to parallel that of sexual intercourse—the heavy breath- 
ings, the perspiration, the increase in pulse, the crampiike 
actions of the muscles, the ecstasy of psychic manifes¬ 
tation, the release of tensions at the completion of the 
seance. 

Dr. W. J. Crawford relates his experiment with the 
medium Kathleen Goligher in Inis book, The Psychic 
Structures at the Goligher Circle. Kathleen Goligher 
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was especially noted for her ability to produce copious 
amounts of ectoplasm for the purpose of materializing 
spirit hands, buses, faces, and limbs. Dr. Crawford dis¬ 
covered that carmine powder would stick to the sub¬ 
stance, and he sprinkled the powder about in liberal layers 
so that the withdrawn ectoplasm would leave a track. I he 
most pronounced trail of return led to Kathleen Goli- 
gher’s vagina. 

In conclusion, the author would like to reiterate that 
this book’s emphasis on sexual repression and confusion 
as twin psychological demons responsible for much of 
what man has termed the “supernatural” is in no way in¬ 
tended to destroy the validity of paranormal phenomena. 
The author would be the first to admit that, in many 
cases, the scxual-psychic association is not easily drawn, 
let alone conclusively established. Some cases, which seem 
at first to fit the thesis presented in this book, contain an 
element which defies analysis. To say that such an de¬ 
ment represents the “supernatural” may be premature. But 
even the most eclectic of approaches ro problem-solving 
in the field of the paranormal must yield to the admoni¬ 
tion of William Shakespeare, who reminded us that there 
are more tilings between heaven and earth than are 
dreamt of in our philosophies. 
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